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WOOLGATHERING IN COUNT-BASIE-POCKET
Voices gather cirrus
Seep through transom eyelid like
Two a.m. low noon 
Slip the door sink Greyhound pendular
Absorb the slow tether
Cough up the dirge and let the evening sway
Kalen Walther
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UNTITLED
Jenna Franklin
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DROWNING
8SRQ OHDYLQJ KLV FKXUFK RI  ÀYH \HDUV )LUVW 8QLWHG0HWKRGLVW RI  (YDQVWRQ ,/
Walter imagined himself  spending Sunday mornings drinking tea and reading novels that 
H[SORUHGORYHOLIHDQGPRUDOLW\EXWWKDWZDVQRWWKHFDVH,QVWHDGKHUHVWOHVVO\PRYHG
around his apartment, cooked too much food, and watched reruns of  M*A*S*H. The 
novels that he did pick up from the library remained in a bag next to his bed until they 
were due back, at which point Walter returned them untouched.
$WÀUVW:DOWHU IHOW WKLVZDV DÀQHZD\RI  VSHQGLQJKLV 6XQGD\V³LWZDV MXVW OLNH
having a second Saturday. He let the stress from his work week at the printing shop slip 
off  him, and did as he pleased without worry. But soon, his apartment turned small and 
faded on those lonely mornings. He tried to cook to keep his mind occupied, but one can 
RQO\HDWVRPXFKFKLFNHQFXUU\VRKLVIULGJHÀOOHGXSZLWKGHWHULRUDWLQJIRRGWKDWOHIWDQ
odor each time he opened the door. M*A*S*H episodes lost their appeal as well, each one 
blending into the next, Hawkeye making the same cracks over and over again.
One such Sunday, as he hunched over his coffee table, Walter ate a bowl of  rice and 
EHDQVWKDWVHHPHGDOLWWOHWRRJUH\$IWHUÀYHRUVL[ELWHVKHQRWLFHGWKHULFHDQGEHDQV
EHFRPHDWDVWHOHVVPDVK³ZKLFKZDVWREHH[SHFWHGIURPKLVFRRNLQJEXWLQWKLVSDUWLF-
ular instance it was more of  a numbing sensation, in that his mouth held responsibility 
for the lack of  taste rather than his dreary food. As he pondered this peculiarity, the 
QXPEQHVVVSUHDGIURPKLVPRXWKRXWWRKLVHDUVDQGWKHQGRZQWRKLVDQNOHV³VWRSSLQJ
MXVW EHIRUHKLV WRHV/RRNLQJ DURXQGKLV DSDUWPHQW LW VHHPHG DV LW DOZD\VKDG VPDOO
NLWFKHQDGMDFHQWWRWKHVPDOOOLYLQJURRPFRQWDLQLQJDWYSRRI\UHGFRXFKDQGWKHFRIIHH 
table, but a greyness had settled over everything, like a fog somehow snuck indoors. Only 
Walter’s toes escaped the numbing and the greyness, so he wiggled them frantically as 
WKH\ZHUHKLVRQO\JUDVSRQUHDOLW\+HIHOWWKDWLI KHZHUHWROLHRQWKHÁRRUDQGSXVK
down, the apartment would disintegrate into an ocean of  grey nothingness and he would 
EHFRPHDQ LQFRQVHTXHQWLDO MHOO\ÀVKÁRDWLQJDORQJ7KLVDSSHDOHGVRPHZKDW WRD WLUHG
Walter, but instead of  lying down, he let his head fall into the bowl of  rice and beans. To 
his surprise, his face didn’t fall into an empty void, but a soft warmth pressed against his 
face and a few rice grains moved up into his nostrils. Perhaps, he thought, this was what 
Zachary Shearer
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food poisoning was like; perhaps this was not the impending collapse of  reality. But he 
remembered his cousin Morgan eating a bad chicken burrito and puking all night at his 
sleepover, and Walter didn’t feel the least bit nauseous, so it probably wasn’t that. Face 
still in bowl, Walter decided it was time he found himself  something spiritually reassuring 
to do on Sunday mornings.
As a child, after telling him off  for eating too much, or splashing other children 
during his swim lesson, Walter’s mother often said to him, “Body, mind, and soul, dear. 
Keep them healthy and you’ll do alright. Just look at your father.” Walter then looked to 
his father, a goateed man in a green cardigan, who would nod and sip his coffee with 
DTXLHWUHYHUHQFHWKDWRQO\DPDQRI VWURQJERG\PLQGDQGVRXOFDQKDYH,Q:DOWHU·V
memory, his father was always bright, without the least bit of  grey about him. Walter 
thought he wanted to be able to sip his coffee with colored satisfaction too, and a healthy 
spirit seemed to the only thing in his way.
7KHPRVWVWUDLJKWIRUZDUGURXWHZRXOGEHWRMRLQDQHZFKXUFK:DOWHUORRNHGXSD
IHZGLIIHUHQWFRQJUHJDWLRQVRQOLQH&DWKROLFV3UHVE\WHULDQV8QLWDULDQVHDFKRQHVSRUW-
ing a website with smiling faces and a signature Bible verse scrolled across the top. De-
spite the enthusiastic webpages, Walter decided against returning to Christ’s domain for 
WKHVDPHUHDVRQVKHOHIW)LUVW8QLWHGWREHJLQZLWKWRRPXFKGHYRWLRQZDVUHTXLUHG7RR
PDQ\UHTXHVWVWRJRRQPHQ·VUHWUHDWVLQWKHZRRGVRUEHDQXVKHUHYHU\ÀIWK6XQGD\RU
WRHYHQMXVWFKDWDWWKHDIWHUVHUYLFHFRIIHHKRXU:DOWHUZLVKHGIRUDTXLHW6XQGD\OHFWXUH
WKDWUHDIÀUPHGVRPHLQNOLQJRI FRVPLFFHUWDLQW\7KDWZDVDOOKHQHHGHGDQGWKDWZDV
all he wanted. 
Of  course, there was another reason for his deciding to leave First United, which was 
his growing infatuation with the pastor’s wife Connie. She was a red-faced, big breasted 
woman who had a strong laugh, and every Sunday would say to Walter, “Well, Walt, are 
\RXIHHOLQJZRQGHUIXOWRGD\"µDQGKHDOZD\VGLGIHHOZRQGHUIXOMXVWEHFDXVHVKHDVNHG
Soon though, he found himself  lingering too long in her end-of-service goodbye hugs, 
peeking down her blouse during prayer time, and fantasizing about clandestine coat room 
meetings. Walter always fretted over such occurrences, yet any attempts to temper his 
10
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IHHOLQJVMXVWPDGHWKHPZRUVH:KHQ:DOWHUORVWVOHHSRYHUWKRXJKWVRI KHUDQGVXEVH-
TXHQWO\VKDPEOHGWKURXJKGD\VGHDGWLUHGKHNQHZKHKDGWROHDYH,I KHZHUHWRVWDUW
attending a new church, the chance of  another Connie situation arising seemed slim but, 
still, Walter didn’t want to risk it. He needed another option.
Walter decided to ask his ex-girlfriend Abbie for advice, so he called her up and they 
made plans to go for a walk along the lakefront.
“You should start coming to my book club,” said Abbie upon hearing of  Walter’s 
search. “We meet on Sunday mornings.”
Walter remembered Abbie’s book club from when they dated two years ago. They 
would both return from their respective Sunday morning assemblies to meet for lunch. 
Abbie told Walter about the various characters in her group, all of  whom were in their 
mid-twenties, sexually liberated, and donning some variation of  the name Christina. 
Walter responded with tales of  the eager, repressed gentiles at First United. A few times 
Abbie arrived at lunch, tipsy from morning wine and ready to sexually liberate herself, 
RQO\ WRÀQG:DOWHU LQD VWDWHRI GLVPDOSUXGHQFH IURPWKDWPRUQLQJ·V VHUPRQ7KHLU 
relationship only lasted three months but they remained friends.
´,·PQRWVXUHLI ,·GÀWLQZLWK\RXUERRNFOXEµVDLG:DOWHU´%HVLGHV,GRQ·WWKLQN
romance novels lead to a healthy soul.”
Abbie, never one to take a slight without returning the favor, said, “Well, sexuality can 
provide spirit if  you have the ability,” and then refused to provide any sort of  helpful re-
VSRQVHIRUWKHUHVWRI WKHLUZDONDORQJ/DNH0LFKLJDQ,QVWHDGWKH\DSSUHFLDWHGWKHFUDVK
of  the waves, the gulls overhead, and the forgotten comfort of  each other’s presence. 
The silence of  their relationship was, except for a few devastatingly quiet moments, 
what Walter liked most about Abbie. Their evenings spent sipping tea and holding hands; 
WKH\ZHUHKLVXOWLPDWHFRPIRUW,WZDVWKHVDPHFRPIRUWKHIRXQGEXLOGLQJVDQGFDVWOHV
on the beach as a child with his father standing knee deep in the water face to the wind, 
and his mother reading a book next to him. The same comfort he found in Connie’s 
arms.
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This silence stood in strong contrast to their moments of  intimacy. Walter valued 
Abbie’s strength and straightforwardness, but in bed, those aspects of  her character left 
him shaken, often quite literally. She’d straddle him and pull at his hair, working her way 
into a greater and greater intensity, which Walter could only uncomfortably marvel at. 
When they reached the end of  the trail and decided to part ways, Walter gave Abbie a 
brief  hug and then stepped back to look at her one last time. She shifted her weight and 
placed her arm on her hip.
´,PLVV\RXµKHVDLG
´, NQRZ:DOWµ VKH VDLG DQG VPLOHG ´,I  \RX UHDOO\ ZDQW WR ÀQG VRPH VSLULWXDO 
IXOÀOOPHQWOLNH\RXUIDWKHUPD\EH\RXVKRXOGJHWDQHZJLUOIULHQGµ
“Only if  she’s a guru,” Walter called back to her as she walked away.
On Wednesday afternoon, right before closing time, Walter’s manager at the printing 
and graphics shop he worked at informed him that he would no longer be employed 
there. 
“We’ve been considering terminating your position for awhile now,” his manager said 
ZKLOHÀGGOLQJZLWKDJUHHQGLQRVDXUÀJXULQHRQKLVGHVNDQGPDNLQJQRH\HFRQWDFWZLWK
Walt. “And recently, your work has been, well, terrible.” 
Walter thought back to his recent days at work and couldn’t disagree. Before he had 
left First United and his mind was focused only on Connie, his work became both visibly 
shoddy and slightly erotic. While working on a poster design for a local pottery club’s 
charity auction he had neglected to include any ceramics in the image, but the phrase 
“hand molded clay breasts” worked its way in. After he left First United, his work had 
initially improved, but recently it devolved into a minimalism that didn’t speak too well 
WRWKHHYHU\GD\SDWURQ·VJUDSKLFQHHGV³ORWVRI UHGWULDQJOHVSODFHGDVNHZRQDZKLWH 
background. This was likely a symptom of  the rice and beans attack and his unhealthy 
VRXO7KDWKHZRXOGEHÀUHGIRUVXESDUZRUNZDVRI QRVXUSULVHWR:DOWHUDWDOO
So, Walter thanked his manager for his time and gathered his things from his desk 
into a cardboard box. Before he could leave the shop, he began to feel the heat of  the 
12
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VWDUHV RI  KLV IRXU H[FRZRUNHUV'DQ$QGUHV0DUN DQG0HJ 7KH\ KDG EHHQ JRRG
co-workers in that they mostly left him alone. But they were also bad co-workers in that 
:DOWOLNHGQRQHRI WKHPDQGWKH\QHYHUDVNHGKLPWRMRLQWKHPIRUOXQFK:DOWGLGQ·W
think he would miss this place too much.
$V:DOWHUOHIWWKHVKRSIRUWKHÀQDOWLPH'DQDSSURDFKHGKLP
´+H\:DOW,·PVRUU\DERXWKRZDOOWKLVKDSSHQHGµ
“Shut up, Dan,” said Walt and he let the door slam behind him.
7HQPLQXWHVODWHUKHVDWGRZQDWDFRUQHUWDEOHDW0D[LH·V&DIHDQGRUGHUHGKLVÀUVW
drink in four years, a glass of  Veranda Merlot, 2010, Napa Valley. As he took careful 
sips of  the wine and sifted through the cardboard box of  his things that sat on the table 
LQIURQWRI KLP:DOWHUGHFLGHGWKDWÀJXULQJRXWKLVVSLULWXDOQHHGVKLVVRXOKLVLQQHU 
psyche, was of  utmost priority. He remembered his father nodding to himself  in his 
green cardigan, and wished he could call him and ask him what to do, but a strict nursing 
home and a bad case of  Alzheimer’s prevented that. Walter felt his hand start to shake 
DVKHOLIWHGWKHZLQHJODVVWRKLVIDFHDQGKRSHGWKDWLWZDVRQO\MLWWHUVIURPEHLQJÀUHG
The next day, before he could get started on a new search, Walter’s old pastor, Jeff, 
stopped by his apartment with Connie for an unannounced visit. Walter wore sweats and 
was in the middle of  another episode of  M*A*S*H when he heard a knock on the door 
and Jeff ’s voice.
 “Walt, son, we’ve come to say hi.”
Five minutes later, Walter sat between Jeff  and Connie on the puffy red couch as a 
kettle of  water for tea heated on the stove. Pushed up against him, Connie wore a tight, 
dark cardigan and smelled of  fruity shampoo. Jeff  put his hand on Walter’s knee and 
squeezed, as a father would.
“We noticed you haven’t been in church recently,” said Jeff.
“We were worried about you,” said Connie.
Walter nodded, and tried to think of  an acceptable response to their concern but 
all he thought of  was the way Connie’s knee pressed against his and how wonderful 
Spring 2014
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that felt. He was also very much aware of  the tight grip on his other knee that Jeff  
had, a grip that seemed to only get tighter with time. Walter, while being quite literally 
squashed on the couch, felt as if  he was being pulled apart by the opposing forces of  
GHVLUHDQGUHVSHFWDELOLW\7KLQNLQJEDFNWRWKHULFHDQGEHDQVÀDVFR:DOWHUZLVKHGKHZDV
LQWKDWVSDFHDJDLQÁRDWLQJDZD\IURPDOOWKHSUHVVXUHV+RZHYHU-HII DQG&RQQLHZHUH 
NHHSLQJKLPÀUPO\DQFKRUHGLQUHDOLW\DWWKHPRPHQW-HII ·VDUPWLJKWHQHGDURXQGKLV
knee and a smile widened on his face; Connie’s smell and brief  touches grew more intox-
icating. Walter felt, like a balloon blown too large, ready to burst. After a few moments of  
desperate silence, the kettle started to whistle and Walter excused himself  from the couch 
to prepare the tea. 
“We stopped by to make sure you were doing alright,” Jeff  said from the couch.
“You are doing alright, aren’t you?” Connie asked.
Walter poured the tea out carefully into the three blue mugs he had received from 
his mother a year before her death and considered telling Jeff  and Connie all that had 
been going on. He imagined himself  explaining the over eager churchgoers, the bowl of  
EHDQVDQGULFHKRZKHJRWÀUHGDQGHYHQKLVIHHOLQJVIRU&RQQLH+HLPDJLQHGWKH\·G
react with sympathy and grace. Jeff  would stroke his beard, employ a few choice Bible 
YHUVHVDQGJLYH:DOWHUDJRRGÀUPKDQGVKDNH&RQQLHZRXOGEOXVKDQGORRNDZD\DQG
say, “Well that’s not exactly wonderful, Walt, but we forgive you.” Walter wanted to tell 
them everything and have the heavy weight, the one that seemed to sit on his shoulders 
day in and day out, fade away for at least a little while. 
Walter walked back out to the cramped living room, balancing the three teacups on 
a tray, and he felt his hands shake as he did so. After placing the tray down on the coffee 
table, Walter straightened up and looked Jeff  in the eye.
´,·PDIUDLG,FDQ·WDWWHQG)LUVW8QLWHGDQ\PRUHµKHVDLG
“And why’s that, son?” asked Jeff.
Walter made the mistake of  turning his gaze to Connie then. He saw the way her 
FDUGLJDQRXWOLQHGWKHFXUYHRI KHUERG\WKHZD\LW OHIW MXVWDWLQ\ZKLWHVNLQVKRZLQJ
XQGHUQHDWKKHUFROODUERQH+HIHOWWKHIDPLOLDUÁXWWHULQKLVKHDUWDVVKHVPLOHGVRIWO\XS
14
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at him. For a second he was entranced.
´,W·VMXVWWKDW,XP,«µKHVDLG:DOWHUIHOWDVLI WKHWLQ\GHYLODQGDQJHORI PRUDOLW\
each sat on a shoulder, both pulling him downwards. 
“Go on,” said Connie.
“Yes, what is it, son?” said Jeff, who stood up and put his arm around Walter, “you 
can tell us anything.”
´,W·VMXVWWKDW,µVDLG:DOWHUDQGKHIHOWWKHHPEUDFHRI -HII DQGWKHKHDUWVLQNLQJIHDU
that came with it. He felt his confession disappear and an instinct for escape take over.
´,W·VMXVWWKDW,·PJD\µ:DOWHUVDLG
“Oh,” Jeff  said, and pulled back his arm.
“Well,” said Connie, blushing.
´,NQRZLW·VKDUGµVDLG-HII´%XWVRPHWLPHVZHQHHGWRZRUNWRFRQWURORXUGHVLUHVµ
Walter turned red, kicked at the coffee table at his feet, and still felt trapped. He sup-
posed he was in too deep at this point.
´,NQRZµKHVDLGWR-HII ORRNLQJKLPLQWKHH\H´,W·V MXVWGLIÀFXOWZLWK\RXEHLQJ
around sometimes.”
“We should probably go,” said Jeff. 
:DOWHU MXVWQRGGHGDQGVKRZHG WKHPGRRUEUHDWKLQJ IUHHO\DJDLQRQO\ZKHQ WKH\
were well away.
That night, Walter once again had trouble sleeping. He lay in bed, twisted up in his 
VKHHWV DQG WKRXJKW RI &RQQLH+H LPDJLQHG WKHP WRJHWKHU³KHU OD\LQJ QH[W WR KLP
on the bed. He felt her leg press against his, as it had that morning on the couch. He 
LPDJLQHGKHUVD\´:RQGHUIXO:DOWMXVWZRQGHUIXOµZKLOHVKHSOD\HGZLWKKLVKDLU$QG
then, Connie turned into Abbie who chuckled and pulled at her own brown hair and 
curled her bare leg around Walter’s.
“You remember how we used to swim together?” she said, mouth pressed up close to 
his ear. He remembered the green swimsuit that he got her for her birthday because she 
DOZD\VFRPSODLQHGDERXWWKHXQÁDWWHULQJVWULSHVRQKHUROGRQHDQGKRZLWPHVPHUL]HG
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KLPDVVKHOHDSWIURPWKHGLYLQJERDUG6KHVSODVKHGXSQH[WWRKLPDQGWROGKLP́ ,ORYH
WKHVXLWµDQGWKHQ´,ORYH\RXWRRµ
Walt realized that maybe she was right at the end of  their walk, maybe he did need a 
JLUOIULHQG%XWPD\EHQRWDQHZRQH0D\EHKHMXVWQHHGHGKLVROGJLUOIULHQG
“That sounds nice,” said Abbie next to him, and she started to hum softly, sending 
Walter off  to sleep.
Walter formulated his plan to get Abbie back the next morning while still in bed and 
VWLOOZHDULQJKLVVZHDWV,WZDVVRVLPSOHDWWKLVSRLQWDQG:DOWHUODXJKHGDWKLPVHOI IRU
not realizing it sooner. His problems hadn’t started because he stopped going to church, 
they had started because Abbie broke up with him. Walter remembered the day she 
walked into his apartment holding the ring box he had hidden in his car. Their differences 
KDGQ·WVHHPHGOLNHPXFKRI DQLVVXHWRKLPWKHQMXVWVRPHWKLQJWKDWFRXOGEHIRUJRWWHQ
and ignored in a corner until they eventually disappeared. He had bought the ring one 
week before, a wavy gold band set with a small diamond. 
“Who’s this for?” Abbie asked.
“For you,” he said.
She stood in front of  him, and tears swam from her eyes. Walter couldn’t tell if  they 
were good or not, so he remained standing where he was, a deep well forming in his 
stomach. Abbie put the ring box into his hands, still closed.
´,·PVRUU\µVKHVDLGDQGZDONHGRXW
They talked on the phone later that night. Walter fought back tears as Abbie argued 
KHUZD\LQWRDJUHDWHUDQGJUHDWHUIUHQ]\XQWLOVKHMXVWKXQJXSDQG:DOWHUGLGQ·WKDYH
the heart to call her back.
Walter’s fascination with Connie started soon afterwards, maybe three weeks, maybe 
four. Walter realized his feelings began when Connie had taken him into her arms one 
Sunday, after he had shared his break-up during prayer time and sat crying in the pews. 
Her smile made him smile and he felt he could fall asleep against her chest. 
%XW VKHZDV MXVW D UHDFWLRQ:DOWHU GHFLGHG D UHSODFHPHQW$QG WKDW UHSODFHPHQW
16
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ZDVZKDWFDXVHGDOORI KLVWURXEOHV,I KHFRXOGMXVWKDYH$EELHEDFNWKHQDOOZRXOGEH 
better. She was the real deal. The person who swam with him and could sit for hours at 
tea with him. Who could make him healthy. And as for their differences, Walter was aware 
of  them now. They were a something that Walter could strive to overcome; a source of  
energy that he might pull into himself. With Abbie in his life again, everything would 
EHÀQH:DOWHUVWUHWFKHGRXWKLVOHJVDQGJRWXSIURPKLVEHGZLWKDVPLOHRQKLVIDFH 
Everything would be alright.
Walter invited Abbie out to dinner at a place called The Lucky Platter. They served 
spruced up diner food, lined their walls with modern art, and stuck aluminum foil balls 
WRWKHFHLOLQJDVGHFRUDWLRQ,WZDVDSRSXODUUHVWDXUDQWVRZKHQ:DOWHUDQG$EELHZHUH
seated, the waiter led them to a claustrophobic two-person table in a nonexistent center 
row, surrounded by laughing urbanites in booths. Waiters and bathroom-goers brushed 
past their table every few minutes. After three or four passes, Abbie growled, “You’re 
excused,” to anyone who hit their table.
:DOWHUNHSWDZRRGHQER[LQKLVODS,WZDVVRPHWKLQJKH·GPDGHLQZRRGVKRSEDFN
LQKLJKVFKRRO³VLPSOHDQGVTXDUH)RUWKHSDVWHLJKW\HDUVRUVRLWKDGVDWLQKLVFORVHW
holding an assortment of  forgotten knick-knacks. Now, he held it with sweaty palms 
and hoped it would save his life, something his high school self  never considered when 
PHDVXULQJRXWWKHERDUGOHQJWKVDQGÀWWLQJLQVFUHZV
After they had their drinks delivered, water for both, Abbie kicked his shin and 
nodded at his lap.
´2ND\,·OOELWHµVKHVDLG´:KDW·VWKHER[IRU"µ
Walter paled and shrugged. He felt the same instinct for escape he’d had when Jeff  
pulled him close the previous day. But here, in the restaurant, he was hemmed in and 
there was no way out. He took a long drink of  water before he answered.
“This box is my life without you,” he said, and then placed the box on the table, 
swung open the crooked hinges, and revealed an inside that was empty and free of  knick 
knacks. Abbie stared.
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´,ORVWP\MREµKHVDLG
´<RXORVW\RXUMRE"$WWKHSULQWVKRS"µ
:DOWHUQRGGHG $́QG,FDQ·WVOHHSDQG,GRQ·WKDYHDFKXUFKWRJRWRDQ\PRUH<RX
WROGPH,VKRXOGJHWDJLUOIULHQGODVWZHHN<RXZHUHULJKW,QHHG\RXEDFN$EELH,·P
ZRUWKOHVVZLWKRXW\RX$QG ,·YHFKDQJHG WRR:HFDQPDNH LWZRUN ,W·OOEHEHWWHU ,
promise.” Walter heard the desperation in his stomach creep into his voice, so he stopped 
talking.
Abbie sat for a second, and then took her own, long, slow drink of  water. She tapped 
KHUÀQJHUVRQ WKH WDEOHDQGIURZQHG$ZDLWHUZDONHGSDVWDQGEXPSHGDJDLQVW WKHLU
table.
“So, that box is for me?” said Abbie.
“Yes,” said Walter.
´,·PVRUU\µVDLG$EELH´7KLQJVKDYHQ·WFKDQJHG:DOW$QG,FDQ·WMXVWEHDEDQGDLG
IRU\RX,WKLQN\RXVKRXOGJHWVRPHKHOS*HWDSV\FKLDWULVWµ
With that, she stood up and walked out of  the restaurant and Walter could do nothing 
EXWZDWFKDQGKRSHWKDWKHFRXOGVRPHKRZGLVVROYHLQWRWKHÁRRU$ZDLWHUFDPHWRWKH
table and asked if  Walter would be staying.
´<HV,·OOVWD\µVDLG:DOWHUEHIRUHRUGHULQJDERWWOHRI WKHÀUVWZLQHRQWKHOLVWDQG
since they didn’t have rice and beans on their menu, a bowl of  chili.
Later, Walter curled his toes in the soft sand on the shores of  Lake Michigan, reveled 
in the dooming buzz of  wine, and wrote his last words down on a piece of  paper torn 
from a notebook. They came out scratchy and indecipherable but he still scribbled them 
IXULRXVO\:KHQKHZDVÀQLVKHGKHÀWWKHQRWHLQWRWKHHPSW\ZLQHERWWOHKHKDGWDNHQ
with him, and shoved the cork back in as far as it would go. He let the bottle fall to the 
ground with satisfying thunk against the wet sand.
As he swam out farther and farther from shore, he began to laugh at his grotesque 
UHYHUVDORI WKHPHVVDJHLQDERWWOHVFHQDULR6RPHXQIRUWXQDWHSHUVRQZRXOGÀQGKLP
washed up on a shore and his story would be far far away, left on the shore. Stroke after 
18
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VWURNHKHSURSHOOHGKLPVHOI DZD\IURPHYHU\WKLQJ,WZDVWLPHWROHWWKHZHLJKWWKDWVDW
on his shoulders the last few weeks pull him down, to escape into the grey ocean that he 
FRXOGQ·WÀQGLQWKHERZORI ULFHDQGEHDQV+HZDVWRRWLUHGIRUDQ\WKLQJHOVH
 Eventually, he couldn’t see land anymore, only the stars in the night sky and the 
GDUNGDUNZDYHVZDVKLQJDURXQGKLP+HIHOWDFKLOO WDNHRYHUKLVVHQVHVDQGÀOOKLP
up, replacing the warmth of  the alcohol. He began to shiver. He began to sink, and he 
supposed this was the time to let go. 
He felt his head submerge, and the water close around him. He blew air out into 
bubbles and felt himself  sink into the lake. His lungs began to empty of  air and life 
started to fall out of  him. Then, a panic set in. He kicked and pushed himself  back to the 
surface of  the lake, gasping for breath. 
Walter sucked in air and looked up at the stars. The weight slipped off  his back. 
Oxygen rushed through his body. He felt like an idiot. Of  course he couldn’t actually kill 
himself, he didn’t even know why he bothered trying. The note he left in the bottle on 
WKHVKRUHZDVWHUULEOHDVZHOOMXVWGUXQNHQEODWKHULQJV7KLVZDVVWXSLG:DOWHUWKRXJKW
He was stupid.
He realized was cold and wanted to get to shore, so he could dry off  and sleep.
Walter started swimming in the direction of  land. His limbs were heavy and he wasn’t 
sure he’d make it.
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THE FAYE WILL COME OUT TO PLAY
Court Cathers
“Paint me a picture, Calciminer,”
Dressed in robes of  rich color, 
Fabrics of  velvet and silk,
Dyed in deep purple with a red collar,
Buttons and sashes as white as milk. 
 
He wanders this place of  danger, 
Filled with demons and ghosts, 
When emerges a gorgeous stranger,
Pleading to be his gracious host. 
Skin resembling the Blue Flower, 
Her eyes as vast and black as night, 
Elegant body raging with power, 
She begins to sway in the dim light. 
While the beauty before him twirls, 
Endless pictures unfold.
As hues and tones begin to swirl,
He does not notice the creeping cold.
“Dance me a dance, Trouper,” 
Her dance entices him from hiding,
Luring him into her garden.
He hears internal chiding,
But he does not beg its pardon.
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Stumbling through thorns and brush, 
Stomping through swamp and mud, 
Becoming clumsy in his rush,
He does not notice his dripping blood.  
Finally close enough to touch her skin,
She grabs his hands to lead him in dance, 
Twirling through the air in one quick spin, 
She captures him in her deadly trance. 
“Make the days pass, Sorcerer,” 
They twirl and spin for hours, 
But he does not notice the pain,  
Unaware of  her evil powers, 
He desires to be her swain. 
Falling for her tricks and spells, 
He cannot see beyond her glamour,
Creating mental images and smells,
He begins praying to Amor. 
The day begins to fade, 
And predators seek their prey.
He is not one bit afraid,
Much to his everlasting dismay.
The dancing comes to an end, 
As she leads him to her bed, 
22
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Onto soft sheets they descend,
Only she knows he will soon be dead. 
“Help the roses sing, Minstrel,” 
The roses are blooming,
As he rests his weary eyes.
He does not feel her consuming,
Nor does he hear her lies.
6KHSURPLVHVGD\VRI MR\
Never ending food and wine, 
He cannot see through her ploy,
On his soul she continues to dine. 
He believes her to be an angel, 
To him she can do no wrong,
Powerful and ever so graceful, 
With her he shall forever belong. 
Body is separated from soul, 
She enhances his everlasting bliss,
As she turns him from human to troll, 
He shall be hers with one last kiss. 
 
6RIWOLSVJUD]HKLVEXUQLQJÁHVK
Shivers pulse up and down his spine, 
As body and soul cease to mesh, 
He feels as though he could shine. 
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“And the Faye will come out to play.” 
Flopping onto bloody sheets, 
She wipes him off  her mouth, 
As his heart no longer beats,
He never should have come South. 
On an adventure looking for glory,  
To defend the helpless elves, 
She made him into a lovely story,
To be stored on one of  her shelves. 
He will soon be forgotten
As he dances, sings, and paints.
His body will become rotten,
Yet his soul lives without complaints.
24
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RISING SUN
Court Cathers
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AS IT TURNS OUT
Lauren Korn
The girl who loved you a short time ago gave you a book you keep on the top shelf  
RI \RXUWDOOHVWERRNFDVH,QVLGHWKHERRN·VFRYHUZULWWHQDVWKRXJKQHYHU LQWHQGHGWR
be seen or read or looked at again, is the name Jane Melrose and the numbers 9, 8, and 
5. What comes next? You will never know, because the girl who loved you tore it away 
IURPKHUPRWKHUZKHQVKH³KHUPRWKHU³ZDVZULWLQJKHUQDPHRQWKHLQVLGHFRYHUDQ
attempt to keep the book in her distant possession. The girl who loved you thought this 
a ridiculous gesture; she gave the book to you. On the cover, there is an illustration of  a 
OLRQDQGODWHU³PXFKODWHU³ZKHQ\RXFRPHDFURVVWKHERRNGXULQJ\RXUPRYHLQDQG
out of  that small studio apartment with that narrow, winding staircase, and again during 
your move in and out of  your best friend’s basement, home to spiders and spiders and 
spiders), you will be reminded of  a lion and a leaky faucet in a desert marketplace.
You think of  Jane Melrose, and not the girl who loved you, as you sit at a desk you call 
\RXUVIRUWKUHHKRXUVHYHU\:HGQHVGD\7KHZDOOV\RXVWDUHDWDUHZKLWHDQGWXUTXRLVH³D
WXUTXRLVHWKDWUHPLQGV\RXRI WKHEDQGDQDWKDWFRYHUHG\RXUH\HVÀUVWZKHQ\RXZHSW
for your sister, and then again when you smeared your face with red paint for three days, 
because it was the only thing you could think of  to do, alone, by a river in Montana.
<RXZHUHQ·W DFWXDOO\ LQ0RQWDQDRI FRXUVH<RXZHUHGUHDPLQJ IRU WKHÀUVW WLPH
since Julie Ryder told you bending spoons was an act of  the mind, and not (as it turns 
RXWRI VRPHRQHVWURQJHQRXJKWREHQGPHWDO7KHULYHUZDVÁRZLQJMXVWDVTXLFNO\DV
\RXUHPHPEHULWZKHQ\RXZHUHWKHUHODVWVXPPHUGUXQNDQGQDNHGZKHQ\RXMXPSHG
LQQRWERWKHULQJWRWKLQNRI DGLVDVWURXVHQG³WKDWZKHQWKH\IRXQG\RXUERG\WRUQ
apart by rocks, you would be naked and unable to hide the birthmark on your ass or the 
single dark hair next to your belly button.
'UHDPLQJKRZHYHU\RXGLGQ·WJHWQDNHGDQG\RXGLGQ·WMXPSLQ<RXVWD\HGRQWKH
beach, on the shore, on the sand, on the rocks, and found in the sun’s waves a warmth 
you’d been afraid to feel since the blazing bastard gave you second degree burns two 
summers ago in your father’s green canoe. When you glanced at your bare feet, you 
noticed, instead of  something you can’t quite remember, a single rock. You picked it up. 
<RXKHOGLWLQWKHSDOPRI \RXUKDQGDQGSUHVVHG\RXUÀQJHUVLQWRLW7KH\VDQNLQWRLWV
26
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VXUIDFH³WRXFKHGDVWDUFKHGOLTXLG³DQGZKHQ\RXEURXJKWWKHPWR\RXUIDFHWKH\ZHUH
red. They were covered in paint. Your face was red and wet with the paint for three days. 
But it wasn’t, really. You were only dreaming. 
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On the scale. Off  the scale. 94. The scale must be lying. That’s too much, the earth 
LVJRLQJWRFROODSVHXQGHUQHDWKPH:KDWGLG,HDWWRGD\"'ULHG&UDQEHUULHV5LFHFDNHV
VDODG KLJK ÀEHU FHUHDO ÀVK RLO VXSSOHPHQW  FDORULHV DQG VWHDPHG HJJSODQW ZLWK 
EDOVDPLF,I P\KLSERQHVDUHQ·WSURWUXGLQJOLNHDELUG·VEHDNWKHQ,KDYHGHÀQLWHO\HDWHQ
WRRPXFKWRGD\+RZPDQ\ERZHOPRYHPHQWVKDYH,KDG"2QO\WZR0D\EH,·OOGULQN
VRPH(SVRPVDOW6KLWVWLQJV,FDQ·WNHHSP\H\HVRSHQEXW,QHHGWRJRRQDKLNH,
FDQVTXHH]HWZRPLOHVLQWRGD\EXW,KDYHWREHLQEHGE\,QHHGVOHHSKRSLQJWKDW 
QLJKWPDUHGRHVQ·WFRPHEDFN´(PLO\ZK\GRQ·W\RXKDYHVRPHWRDVWWRVHWWOHWKHVWRP-
ach?” Get that shit away from me, the carbohydrates are going to seep through my skin 
DQGLQWRP\WKLJKV,QIDFW,GRQ·WQHHGIRRGDWDOO+XPDQVDUHJOXWWRQRXV,QHHGWREH
OHVVGHSHQGHQW´8PGRHVWKLVKDYHFDIIHLQH",FDQ·WGULQNWKLQJVWKDWGHK\GUDWHPHµ,
need more water, that’s better than food. Scrape the avocado off  the rice cake, too much 
IDW,VWKDWUHJXODURUQRQIDW",QHHGQRQIDW&DUERK\GUDWHVVORZPHGRZQDQGEORFNP\
plumbing, can’t, won’t, not worth it. “What are you doing Emily?” My nightly crunches 
DQGOHJOLIWVFDQ·WVLWVWLOOKDYHWRNHHSPRYLQJ,KDYHQ·WKDGHQRXJKH[HUFLVHWRGD\$P,
OHVELDQ",FDQ·WVWRSORRNLQJDWSLFWXUHVRI SHUIHFWVNLQQ\ZRPHQ,·PIDQWDVL]LQJDERXW
KDYLQJ WKHLU OHJV ,QHHG WKRVH OHJV ,·OO WUDGH\RXP\DUPV IRU WKRVH OHJV*LYH WKHP
3OHDVHGRQ·WDVNPHWRHDWWKHSDVWDSOHDVHSOHDVHSOHDVH1LQHW\WKDW·VZKDW,ZDQWWR
see, but maybe six more pounds would be better. “Why don’t you fucking eat something 
Emily?”
1RWKDQN\RX,·PÀQH
The area around my weak and brittle nails resembles tornado stricken land. My 
QHYHUHQGLQJ F\FOH RI  VHOIWRUWXUH EHJLQV ZLWK D FOHDQ VODWH , EHJLQ WR IHHO D FHUWDLQ 
GU\QHVVFULVSRYHUP\\RXQJDQGWLQ\KDQGVWKDW·VZKHQ,NQRZLWVWLPHWRSUH\$GU\-
QHVVWKDWPRVWSHRSOHVROYHZLWKDVLPSOHGDERI ORWLRQEXW,VORZO\GHVFHQGXSRQWKH
young newly formed skin without mercy. The innocent centimeter that stares back at me 
FULHV´1RWDJDLQµ1RPDWWHUWKHDPRXQWRI WLPHV,WHOOP\VHOI WREHJRRGWRUHVLVWP\ 
animalistic urges, it’s always too late. The skin that once lay so delicately is torn apart, bit-
ON THE SCALE
Emily Johnson
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by-bit. All that resides in the concave area upon the most vital instrument on my body 
LVDQLUULWDWHGVFUHDPLQJUHGVRUU\H[FXVHIRUVNLQ,WVWDUHVEDFN´:K\"<RXLGLRWµDQG
,VWDUHDWP\ÀQJHUVDVNLQJIRUIRUJLYHQHVV,KDYHQRVHOIFRQWURO7KHVHOIPXWLODWLRQ 
KDSSHQV ZLWKRXW UK\PH RU UHDVRQ , VHHP WR ÀQGP\VHOI  JD]LQJ DW RWKHU·V SHUIHFWO\ 
moisturized hands that look untouched. Their smooth unscarred skin is inviting. Shak-
ing someone’s hand is the death of  me, or rather them shaking mine will be the death 
RI WKHP,QHYHULQLWLDWHKDQGVKDNHV'HUPDWLOORPDQLD7ULFKRWLOORPDQLD2&'$Q[LHW\
.OHSWRPDQLDLW·VDOOWKHVDPHLQP\ERRN,SLFNHGDOOP\H\HODVKHVRXWULJKWEHIRUHP\
ÀIWKJUDGHVFKRROSLFWXUHDQGKDGQR UHPRUVHDWDOO MXVWD ORWRI TXHVWLRQV IURPWKH
photographer. 
0\JUDQGPRWKHUSLFNVWKHVDPHVNLQ,GR6KHXVHGWRWHOOPHWKDW´DZRPDQPXVW
always keep their hands busy,” now she tells me to wear Band-Aids. 
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UNTITLED
Erika Tibbetts
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A STAGE OF ONE’S OWN
Reed Roberts
:KHUH,ZHQW WRKLJKVFKRRO WKHROGFOLFKpVDQGVWHUHRW\SLFDO WUXWKVVWLOOKROGIDVW
against ravages the progressive thinking that saturates liberal communities like the one 
,JUHZXSLQ1RPDWWHUKRZPXFKWLPHWKH37$ERDUGGHGLFDWHGWRORIW\LGHDOVVXFK
as acceptance and diversity, Hellgate High School remained always a place of  hormonal 
VHJUHJDWLRQDQGMXYHQLOHDPELWLRQ,QVKRUW+HOOJDWHZDVPXFKOLNHDQ\RWKHUKLJKVFKRRO
Finding a group of  like-minded individuals to associate with would defend you against 
WKHVZHOOVRI LQWROHUDQFHWKDWÁRRGKLJKVFKRROKDOOV7REHDORQHDQGIULHQGOHVVQRWRQO\
meant that you were considered a failure your peers’ eyes, but you also were prey for the 
bully’s, the fear mongers, and the disreputable gym teachers; strength in numbers, death 
WRWKHODPHDQGDQWLVRFLDOVXUYLYDORI WKHÀWWHVWDPRQJWKHLOOÀWDQGPDODGMXVWHG
,QKLQGVLJKWDPRERI GUDPDNLGVZKRFRXOGPDNHD OLQHEDFNHUKDVWHQGRZQWKH
hall is fairly atypical of  the traditional high school experience. But that was how it was at 
Hellgate High. We (perhaps delusional) thespians regarded ourselves as the elite, and that 
LVKRZZHFRQGXFWHGRXUOLYHVIXOORI VHOIFRQÀGHQFHYHUJLQJRQDUURJDQFHWKDWVWHPPHG
from feeling protected. Unlike most others, if  the social pressures ever became too great, 
we had a retreat, a home base if  you will, where we could escape. 
7KH $XGLWRULXP ODLU RI  WKH WKHVSLDQV DQG GRPDLQ RI  %ROWRQ 5RWKZHOO 0U 
Rothwell, our drama teacher/life coach, was a bald, thick-chested man with a fondness for 
Altoids, salmon colored tee shirts, and had an unconscious habit of  rubbing his nipples 
when waxing poetic. Memories of  Rothwell and of  his auditorium are hard to separate at 
WLPHV+HZDVDOZD\VJUXPEOLQJLQKLVRIÀFHRUVLQJLQJDORQJWRWKH7DONLQJ+HDGVZKLOH 
standing precariously atop a ladder, twenty feet in the air, rigging lights for the next show. 
No matter where you were in the 500-seat house, you could hear the echo of  his grizzly 
EHDU ODXJK)RXU\HDUVRI P\ OLIHZHUHVSHQWXQGHUKLV WXWHODJHXQGHUKLVJXLGDQFH,
WKLQNLI QRWIRUKLP,ZRXOGKDYHQHYHUKDYHPDGHLWWKURXJKKLJKVFKRRODQGSHUKDSV
for better or for worse, would not have been stuck with this elitist outlook on life.
2XUUHVSHFWIRU´%ROWDUWKH0DJQLÀFHQWµDVZHORYLQJO\UHIHUUHGWRKLPZKHQKHZDV
RXWRI HDUVKRWZDVPDWFKHGRQO\E\RXUIHDURI KLP+LVZUDWKZDVWKHWKLQJRI OHJHQGV
from throwing rings of  keys at students for forgetting their props to tossing teachers out 
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of  his auditorium for putting their feet on the seats, his word was law. Despite this, as a 
high school student, it is an unspoken rule that rules are meant to be circumnavigated, 
by any means possible if  need be. We, the minions of  Rothwell, may have taken this 
PHQWDOLW\WRRIDUDWWLPHVGRLQJH[DFWO\ZKDWWKHUXPRUVDERXWXVVWDWHGKDYLQJVH[ZLWK
HDFKRWKHU,QWKHJUHHQURRPLQWKHGUHVVLQJURRPVEDFNVWDJHRQWKHFRXFKLQVWDJH
right well, we were as promiscuous as we were elitist. We experimented with each other, 
and condemned the rest of  the school for not liberating themselves as we did.
Outside our comfortable home away from home, we were stoics, inside we became 
NLGVDJDLQODXJKLQJWHDVLQJSOD\LQJFU\LQJIDOOLQJLQORYHJHWWLQJLQÀJKWVDQGVWDUWLQJ
RYHU]HDORXVWLFNOHZDUVEDFNVWDJH,QWKHHQG,VXSSRVHZHZHUHQ·WPXFKGLIIHUHQWIURP
our untheatrical peers.
Mr. Rothwell is dead now and the theater now bears his name. As he lay dying, the 
FDQFHUHDWLQJDZD\DWKLVERG\,YLVLWHGKLP:HDWHSDVWULHVDQGGUDQNFRIIHH+HSRXUHG
DKHDOWK\GRVHRI ERXUERQLQWRKLVGULQN́ ,NQRZLW·VRQO\WHQµKHVDLGWRPH́ EXWZKDW·V
WKHSRLQWRI EHLQJDG\LQJPDQLI ,FDQ·WEUHDNWKHGDPQUXOHVVRPH"µ7KHODVWZRUGVKH
said to me were, “Reed. My good man, indeed, a great man. Keep acting kid, the stage 
ZLOOEHZRUVHZLWKRXW \RXµ+HZDVGHDGDQGEXULHG WKUHHGD\V ODWHU DQG ,KDYHQRW
EHHQRQVWDJHVLQFH,WKLQNWKDWLQUHDOLW\WKHVWDJHZLOOQHYHUPLVVPH+LVVWDJHWKRXJK 
Rothwell’s stage, and the auditorium so important to him, will never be the same without 
that strange and brilliant man.
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OCEAN
Robert Taylor
34
The Oval  |  Staff  Issue
A BRIEF CIGARETTE BREAK
Leaning against the bus stop.
Thumb spins the rusted wheel.
$ÁDPHZDYHUVVSLWVLWVODVWVSDUN
and disappears.
His scaly lips crack over an expletive
,·PWRRIDUDZD\WRKHDU
The cigarette leaves an
ashy hollow in the snow.
His weather worn hat mates me think
he’s an American Spirits man
and the spokes of  a bicycle
click rhythmically in the distance.
+HWRQJXHVWKHWLSVRI KLVÀQJHUV
for moisture
DQGÁLFNVWKHZKHHO
once.
Twice.
A halfhearted spark.
A tree deposits its burden
down the back of  my tattered
coat.
)ODWWHQLQJJRRVHÁHVK
with the prickling palms
Kat Gurley
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of  my hands,
,ZDWFKP\EUHDWKWDNHIRUP
against the darkening sky.
Ghostly. Changing.
A car alarm,
7KHQ³
Nothing.
The world in whitewash.
The world on mute. 
He throws the lighter
into the street. 
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TEREZIN
Erika Tibbetts
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THE BOAT HOUSE
Court Cathers
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CATALYST 
Ismael Pallares
,WZDVDQGZHZHUHERUHG7URXEOHWKDW·VZKDWKDSSHQVZKHQ\RXFDQ·WÀJXUH
RXWZKDWWRGR\RXIRFXVRQVRPHWKLQJWKDWKHOSVSDVVWKHWLPH,IRFXVHGRQ3ULQFHVV
Her family was the only Latino family in the neighborhood, and maybe because that 
HPEDUUDVVHGKHUVKHGLGQ·WDFW LW$OZD\VZRUHZKLWHZDVKHGGHQLPMHDQVDQG OHDWKHU
MDFNHWVSRORVKLUWVWKDWPDWFKHGKHUVRFNV6KHZRUHKHUKDLUORQJDQGVWUDLJKWDOZD\V
had a piece of  gum in her mouth, and always talked about college and leaving Detroit. 
6KHZDVZKLWHUWKDQVRPHRI WKHZKLWHJLUOV,NQHZ,WZDVWKHJX\VZKRJDYHKHUDKDUG
time, though. They loved clowning her about her name. Hey Princess, let me be your 
3ULQFH&KDUPLQJWKH\ZRXOGVD\%XWVKHMXVWEOHZWKHPRII$OZD\VJRLQJWRVRPHDIWHU
school elective like photography. 
0\EHVWIULHQGEDFNWKHQZDV0DUFXV7KHFRROHVWEODFNNLG,NQHZ$OZD\VKDGD
FRQVWHOODWLRQRI JLUOVLQRUELW+HZDVWKHNLQGRI JX\ZKRUDQÀYHPLOHVLQWKHDIWHUQRRQ
and still went to the gym. 
,KDGNQRZQ0DUFXVVLQFHZHZHUHLQJUDGHVFKRRO2XUQHLJKERUKRRGZDVPRVWO\
DPL[RI ZKLWHV,WDOLDQVDQG6FRWFK,ULVK:HZHUHSRRUZKLWHVEXWSRRUZKLWHVZLWK
XQLRQMREV0DUFXV·VIDPLO\KDGOHIWWKHHDVWVLGHDQGQHYHUORRNHGEDFN(YHU\ERG\ZDV
ÁHHLQJWRWKHVXEXUEVEDFNWKHQ0\GDGXVHGWRMRNHWKDWHYHQFKRFRODWHFLW\ZDVWRR
GDUNIRUVRPHEODFNV%XWP\GDGZDVDUDFLVWDQGQRERG\OLNHGKLVMRNHV,OLNHG0DUFXV
though. Blacks and whites didn’t get along well, but we didn’t know any better. When we 
ZHUH\RXQJHUZHMXPSHGRXUELNHVRYHUPLONFUDWHVDQGZHQWVZLPPLQJLQWKHVXPPHU
Friendship was important when everybody wanted to be the tough guy. We were part of  
WKHVDPHFOLTXH,ZDVQ·WEODFNEXW0DUFXVFDOOHGPHKLVQLJJHUDQGWKDWPDWWHUHGIRU
something. 
Marcus worked a push broom at a tool shop near the Ford Factory afterschool. 
, ZRXOGZDONZLWK KLP WRZRUN VRPHWLPHV2QH GD\ZH VDZ 3ULQFHVV·V %XLFN DW WKH 
Marathon gas station. We all knew her car. She was the only girl on Joy Road that not only 
drove a car, but also owned it outright, a gift from her father. Most of  us were still driving 
our dads’ primer stained Chevrolets. That sea-blue ’78 Buick Regal had a long nose and 
short rear-end, the exact opposite of  Princess. 
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6KHZDVRQ WKH FXUEKDYLQJZRUGVZLWK VRPHJX\ LQ D JUHHQPHVK WUXFNHU FDS ,
ZDONHGXSPD\EH,ZDVWU\LQJWREHKHURLFWKHJRRGJX\RUPD\EH,ZDQWHGDUHDVRQWR
WDONWRKHU,WKRXJKWVKHZDVSUHWW\DQG,WKRXJKWWKDWPHDQWVRPHWKLQJWRR,ZDONHG
up behind the guy in the green cap. “Hey, mami, dame un,” he said. “Fuck off, wino,” 
she told the guy. 
, WDSSHGWKHJX\RQWKHVKRXOGHUDQGKHWXUQHGDURXQG+LVH\HVFXUWVLHGXSDQG
down, taking me in from head to toe in a split second, and he coldcocked me in the right 
H\H,ZLVK,FRXOGVD\,SXQFKHGKLPULJKWEDFNNQRFNHGKLPRQKLVDVVEXW,FDQ·W,
went down with the Power Cosmic popping behind my eyes. When the world came back 
LQWRIRFXV,VDZ0DUFXVMXPSRYHUP\OLPSERG\DQGJUDE7UXFNHU&DSE\WKHWKURDW
Princess was in her Buick telling us to get in. Marcus shoved the guy onto the pavement. 
7KDWZDVZKHQRIÀFHU0LWFK$GDPHNVKRZHGXS+HZDVDIULHQGRI P\IDPLO\NQHZP\
PRPIURPZD\EDFN+HGLGQ·WHYHQKLWWKHPLVHU\OLJKWVKHMXVWVWUROOHGRYHUWRWKHZLQR
ZKRKHVLWDWHGEHWZHHQUXQQLQJDQGÀJKWLQJEDFN0LWFKGLGQ·WHYHQEOLQNMXVWNLFNHGWKH
guy once and told him to get the ever-loving fuck off  the street, or he would pull him 
in for vagrancy. Mitch helped me up and into Princess’s Buick. We won’t tell your mom 
about this, he said. Princess thanked Mitch, and off  we rode, cotton in my head, riding 
VKRWJXQ7KDW·VKRZ,ÀQDOO\JRWWRULGHZLWKKHU
$IWHUWKDWZHZHUHWLJKW,QWKHKDOOZD\VZHDFNQRZOHGJHGHDFKRWKHU
“Your highness,” Marcus said. 
“Asshole,” Princess called Marcus. 
´+H\3ULQFHVVµ,VDLG
´&KDUOLHµVKHZRXOGVD\WRPH,ORYHGWKHZD\VKHVDLGP\QDPHWKHZD\VKHPDGH
WKH´DµVRIWLQWKHÀUVWV\OODEOHRI &KDUOLH)URPWKHPRPHQWVKHKHOGP\EOHHGLQJKHDG
LQKHU%XLFN,NQHZ,KDGWRKDYHKHU%XWIRUDOOWKH6SDQLVKVODQJRULQVXOWVVKHWKUHZ
at him, she still had eyes for Marcus. 
,W VWDUWHG RXW LQQRFHQW HQRXJK :H GURYH XS WR 5XH D ORW FDWFKLQJ WKH ODVW RI  
PLGDIWHUQRRQWUDIÀF$WWKHHQGRI WKHQLJKWZKHQ3ULQFHVVFKHFNHGKHUZDWFK,NQHZ
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LWZDVWLPHWRFDOOLW6KHVWDUWHGGURSSLQJPHRII ÀUVW,FRXOGQ·WEHPDG0DUFXVZDVP\
IULHQG,WVWLOOEXUQHGWKRXJKHVSHFLDOO\ZKHQWKH\PDGHRXWLQWKHEDFNVHDWRI KHUFDU
ZKLOH,VDWRQWKHGLYLQJERDUGKRRG:KDWFRXOG,GR"*RKRPHDQGVWDUHDWP\)UD]HWWD
poster of  Vampirella?
Senior year, Marcus and Princess got serious. Princess already made up her mind to 
DWWHQG1<8DQG,KDGP\GDGEUHDWKLQJGRZQP\QHFNZLWKKLV%XGZHLVHUEUHDWKWR
PHHWKLVXQLRQJX\:HÀQDOO\JRWLQWRLWWKDW2FWREHU
“You come work with me,” my dad said. 
,ODXJKHGLQKLVIDFH+LVIDFHWXUQHGUXGG\DQGWKHMDXQGLFHDURXQGKLVH\HVJRWD
little more yellow. 
, KDG WR ODXJK 0\ GDG GLGQ·W ZRUN +H ZDV KRPH IRXU RU ÀYH GD\V D ZHHN 
Absenteeism his bosses called it. Not a big deal his union rep called it. My dad spent 
his mornings sleeping off  a hangover and his afternoons waiting for my mom to serve 
dinner so he could go out with a full stomach. He liked playing poker, or betting anything 
game really. My mom wasn’t stupid. She watched the news. She watched their checkbook 
too. She blamed Young for destroying the city back in the 70’s like everybody else, but 
she knew that my dad could destroy the things closer to her. And she knew that the union 
FRXOGQ·WVDYHDMREWKDWGLGQ·WH[LVW,ORYHGKHU
´%HWW\WHOO\RXUVRQ,·PQRWSD\LQJIRUKLPQRPRUHµ'DGVDLG
´0RPWHOO'DG,·OOJRWRZRUNZKHQKHGRHVµ,VDLG
0\PRPSXWGRZQKHUZULQNOHG7RZQDQG&RXQWU\PDJD]LQHDQGVPLOHG,WKRXJKW
,PDGHDJRRGSRLQWDQG,KRSHGVKHDJUHHG%XWP\GDGZDVKHUKXVEDQG
“Charlie, you’re almost done with school. You are not a kid anymore,” she said. “Talk 
to your father’s friend.”
“You will go down there Monday morning,” Dad said.
´,·OOJRLQZLWK\RXµ,VDLGORRNLQJKLPVWUDLJKWLQKLVVLFNH\H
My dad didn’t so much laugh as blow some air out of  his nose. He went back to the 
FRXFKDQGWXUQHGXSWKHYROXPHRQWKH0HWVJDPH,ZHQWWR0DUFXV·VKRXVH
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Marcus lived two blocks down from me on the Road. My house was almost directly 
EHWZHHQ5XH5LYHUDQGWKH-HIIHUV)UHHZD\,WVHSDUDWHGWKH:$63\/DYRQLDIURPWKH
GDUNHUHYHU\WKLQJHOVH:KHQ,ZDV\RXQJHUDOOWKHKRXVHVRQWKHURDGKDGOLJKWVRQDQG
PRZHGODZQV3HRSOHFDUHG$V,ZDONHGHYHU\RWKHUKRXVHZDVYDFDQW1R´)RU6DOHµ
VLJQVMXVWHPSW\KRXVHVDQGKDUGFDNHGGLUWIRUODZQV
Someone had burned down a house across the street from Marcus. People had been 
doing that a lot lately. People had been burning bits of  Detroit since Devil’s Night. Now 
SHRSOHMXVWEXUQHGEXLOGLQJVIRUIXQ&KHDSHUWKDQDPRYLH
Marcus’s mother answered the door. Lyvette dressed like every day was Sunday 
service. She was a secretary for a church back on the East Side. She wore a salmon 
colored dress and was happy to see me.
“Charlie, come in. Are you hungry?” she said, putting on her glasses.
´1RWKDQNV,·PMXVWORRNLQJIRU0DUFXVµ,VDLG
“He’s in his room,” she said. 
“Who’s that there,” Marcus’s father said. Roy got up from his kitchen table and came 
over and put a hand on my shoulder. “You coming to work at the plant?” 
Roy worked at the same plant as my dad, but on a different line. He showed up every 
GD\RI WKHZRUNZHHN´,·PWKLQNLQJDERXWLWµ,VDLG
´'RQ·WMXVWWKLQNVRQµKHVDLG´/\YHWWHZKDWLVLWZLWKWKHVHNLGV"0DUFXVGRHVQ·W
want to work and now Charlie over here.”
,VKUXJJHG
“Don’t blow it off. You’re already ahead of  the game. You’re white,” Roy said.
Roy went back to his kitchen table, shaking his head. Lyvette said she had some 
PDVKHGSRWDWROHIWRYHUV,WROGKHU,ZDVQ·WKXQJU\
´6XLW \RXUVHOIµ VKH VDLG ,Q WKH NLWFKHQ 5R\ KDG OLW D FLJDUHWWH DQG RSHQHG KLV 
newspaper. Lyvette kissed him on his head.
0DUFXVZDVLQKLVURRPGRLQJSXVKXSVKLV\RXQJHUEURWKHU%HQMLUHDGLQJDERRN
He had his stereo turned down low, Michael Jackson singing about something in falsetto. 
´/HW·VJRRXWµ,VDLG
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“Hold on a minute,” Marcus said.
+HÀQLVKHGKLVUHSDQGVWDUWHGGRLQJVLWXSV,VDWRQKLVEHGQH[WWR%HQML,WRRNWKH
ERRNRXWRI KLVKDQGV7KH+REELW,KDQGHGLWEDFNWRKLPDQGQRGGHG
0DUFXVÀQLVKHGKLVVLWXSV
 “Go where?” Marcus said.
´,GRQ·WNQRZEXWZHQHHGDFDUµ,VDLG
2FWREHU DLU VODSSHG PH IURP WKH SDVVHQJHU VLGH ZLQGRZ DQG , VKLYHUHG LQ P\ 
threadbare T-shirt. Marcus was in the back seat of  the Buick eating Pop Rocks. Princess, 
SULVWLQHLQKHUOHDWKHUMDFNHWNHSWGULYLQJXS-R\ORRNLQJIRUDJDVVWDWLRQWKDWVWLOOKDGLWV
lights on. 
“Check this out,” Marcus said. “Listen.”
 He leaned between Princess and me, and he opened his mouth next to her ear. 
´,GRQ·WKHDUVKLWµ3ULQFHVVVDLG
“That’s because your hair is in the way. Here, now listen,” Marcus said. 
“Sit back down. Why don’t you brush your teeth?” she said.
´,·PVRUU\\RXUKLJKQHVVµ0DUFXVVDLG
3ULQFHVVÀ[HGKHUKDLULQWKHUHDUYLHZDQGÁLSSHG0DUFXVRII,UROOHGXSWKHZLQGRZ
and asked Marcus what time he wanted to go home.
´6FUHZ JRLQJ KRPHµ KH VDLG ´/HW·V KDYH VRPH IXQ IRU D FKDQJH ,W·V DOPRVW 
Halloween. Know what that means?”
´0HDQV\RX·UHJRLQJWRGUHVVXSOLNH:RQGHU:RPDQDQGJRWULFNRUWUHDWLQJµ,VDLG
Marcus kicked my seat. 
Sure, but only if  you let me borrow your bra,” Marcus said. “But for real, let’s light 
VRPHWKLQJRQÀUH
3ULQFHVVVPLOHGDWPH´,W·VWLPHWRGURS\RXJX\VRIIµVKHVDLG
$VZHURXQGHGWKHRIIUDPSRQ-HIIHUV)UHHZD\,DVNHG0DUFXVZKDWKHZDVJRLQJ
to do?
“What do you mean?” Marcus said.
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´)RUZRUN<RXJRLQJWRZRUNZLWK\RXUGDG"µ,VDLG
´0D\EHPD\EHQRW7KHUH·VDOZD\VDMREVRPHZKHUHµKHVDLG
,ZRQGHUHGLI WKDWZDVWUXH,WKRXJKWRI P\GDGKLVMDXQGLFHGH\H,KRSHGLWZDV
:HSXOOHGLQWRD0DUDWKRQVWDWLRQDQGERXJKWVRPH&RNHV,ZLVKHG,KDGJUDEEHG
D MDFNHW8QGHU WKHÁXRUHVFHQW OLJKWV0DUFXVKXJJHG3ULQFHVVDQG WKH\ ORRNHG OLNHD 
FRXSOHLQORYH,WROGP\VHOI WKDW,FRXOGVWDQGWKHPWRJHWKHUOLNHWKDW
´/HW·VEXUQVRPHWKLQJGRZQµ,VDLGWRQRRQHLQSDUWLFXODU
“Now you’re talking,” Marcus said.
“You guys can burn whatever you want but not with my car,” Princess said.
“Don’t be like that,” Marcus said. 
“Like what?” Princess said.
0DUFXVVXFNHGDLUWKURXJKKLVWHHWK´,·OOOHW\RXKROGWKHPDWFKHVµKHVDLG
6KHGLGQ·WVD\DQ\WKLQJ6KHMXVWWRXFKHGKLVIDFH$FDUEDFNÀUHGVRPHZKHUHLQWKH
night, and the streetlight turned green. We were quiet. And then we were quiet for a 
VHFRQGORQJHUWKDQWKDW7KH\NLVVHG,ZDVQ·WWRRIDUIURPP\KRXVHDQG,WROGWKHP,
was going. 
 
7KHZLQGNLFNHGXS,ZDQWHGWRJRKRPHDQG,GLGQ·WZDQWWRJRKRPH7KHUHZHUH
QRVWDUVRXWRQO\WKHSLVV\HOORZRI DVWUHHWOLJKW,ZDVIDUWKHUIURPP\KRXVHWKDQ,
WKRXJKW,SXWP\KHDGGRZQ,WULHGWREHQRQGHVFULSWLQYLVLEOHRQDGHVHUWHGVWUHHW
,KHDUGVRPHRQHFDOORXWWRPH,ZDLWHGIRUD&RNHERWWOHRQWKHEDFNRI P\KHDG
RUDNQLIHVRPHZKHUHVRIWEXWLWZDV2IÀFHU$GDPHNZDVLQKLVFUXLVHU
“Get in,” he said.
Mitch didn’t say anything on the way to my house. The cruiser’s radio crackled to life 
HYHU\IHZVHFRQGVEUHDNLQJWKHVLOHQFH%HIRUH,VWHSSHGRXWRI WKHFDU,DVNHGLI KH
always wanted to be a cop.
´1RµKHVDLG´,ZDQWHGWREHDÀUHPDQ%XWWKDWXQLRQLVORXV\<RXUJUDQGGDGKDG
WREHRQHÀUVWIRRWLQWKHGRRUVRUWRI WKLQJ$QG,ZDVQ·WJRLQJWRZRUNLQWKHSODQWµ
 ´<RXUSDUHQWVJLYH\RXDKDUGWLPHDERXWPDNLQJXS\RXUPLQG"µ,VDLG
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´1R,MXVWJDYHP\VHOI RQHµ0LWFKVDLG
, OHIW KLV FUXLVHU DQGZHQW LQVLGHP\SDUHQWV· KRXVH0\GDGZDV VOHHSLQJRQ WKH
couch.
“You are not as smart as you think,” Marcus told me the next day.
We were riding in Princess’s car, killing time before Marcus had to go to work. The 
GD\ZDVOLNHDQ\RWKHUGD\QRWKLQJQRWKLQJDQGQRWKLQJ3ULQFHVVDWHSRWDWRFKLSVDQG
VWHHUHGZLWKKHUIUHHKDQG,UHFOLQHGDFURVVWKHEDFNVHDWP\IHHWSUHVVHGDJDLQVWWKH
window. Marcus played with the shutter release on Princess’s grey Nikon. He was fooling 
around like he was going to take pictures of  her. She lifted her Ray-Bans and blew him a 
NLVV7KHQVKHEOHZDNLVVWRPHLQWKHUHYLHZ,VDWXS
“You think you can go to college?” Marcus said. 
,KDGDVNHGP\VHOI WKHVDPHTXHVWLRQWKDWPRUQLQJ0\GDGZDVQRWRQWKHFRXFK
ZKHQ,ÀQDOO\JRWRXWRI EHG0\PRPDVNHGZKHQ,KDGJRWWHQLQDQGZKHQ,WROGKHU
about Mitch she only said, “Oh.” 
6KHGLGQ·WNQRZZHUH'DGZDV+LVXQLRQJX\VWLOOZDQWHGWRVHHPH,I RQO\,FRXOG
see the future, but everything was opaque in my mind. Was this what life would be from 
now on? One moment of  hesitation and then eternity. 
´'R\RXWKLQN\RXFDQJRWRFROOHJH"µ,VDLGWR0DUFXVPHDQHUWKDQ,ZDQWHG
Marcus sniffed. He kept clicking the shutter. He held the camera out the window and 
snapped a picture of  the Marathon station. 
´<RXVKRXOGWDNHSLFWXUHVRI DOOWKHJDVVWDWLRQVLQ'HWURLWµ,VDLGWR3ULQFHVV
“Why?” Marcus said.
´*DVVWDWLRQVDUHWKHRQO\VWRUHVLQWKLVWRZQµ,VDLG´+RZPDQ\VXSHUPDUNHWVGR
you see anymore, anyway? Gas stations are the only things that exist on this side of  the 
burbs.”
“That’s a stupid idea,” Marcus said.
Princess tossed the bag of  chips on Marcus’s lap. She took the camera from his hands.
´<RXDUHVWXSLGµ3ULQFHVVVDLGWR0DUFXV´,WKLQNWKDW·VDJUHDWLGHDµ3ULQFHVVVDLG
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to me. 
´,KDYHWRJRWRZRUNVRRQµ0DUFXVVDLG
We drove around for a little while longer. The sky was turning the color of  a nickel. 
On the way towards Lavonia, Halloween decorations were out. They carved pumpkins 
RQWKDWVLGHRI WRZQ,JXHVVWKH\GLGQ·WKDYHWRZRUU\DERXWOHWWLQJWKHLUNLGVWULFNRU
treat. We did one last loop off  Jeffers.
We pulled up to the tool shop. Princess circled around the chain-link fence and 
JRWRXWRI WKHFDUZLWKKLP6KHOHIWWKHFDUUXQQLQJDQGWKHUDGLRRQ,WXUQHGLWRII 
Marcus and Princess hugged in front of  the car, framed within the windshield. Marcus 
VDLGVRPHWKLQJWKDW,FRXOGQ·WPDNHRXW$OO,KHDUGZDV3ULQFHVVVD\LQJ2ND\0DUFXV
ZDONHGRYHUWRDJURXSRI EODFNJX\VDQGEXPSHGÀVWVZLWKWKHP
3ULQFHVVJRWEDFNLQWRWKHFDUDQG,MXPSHGLQWRWKHSDVVHQJHUVHDW:HGLGQ·WVD\
DQ\WKLQJDWÀUVW)RU3ULQFHVVDQGPHWREHLQWKHFDUWRJHWKHUZDVUDUH
´:KDWKDSSHQHGODVWQLJKW"µ,VDLG
´7KDW·VZKDW,ZDVWKLQNLQJ<RXOHIWSUHWW\GDPQTXLFNµVKHVDLG
´,GLGQ·WZDQWWRERWKHU\RXDQG0DUFXV,GLGQ·WZDQWWREHDWKLUGZKHHOµ,VDLG
´,VWKDWKRZLWLV"µVKHVDLG
Princess drove down Joy all the way to the freeway. The houses were getting nicer 
DJDLQ 7KH\ KDGPRZHG ODZQV DQGPHWDO VLGLQJ ´/HW·V JR ÀQG DQRWKHU JDV VWDWLRQµ
she said. She tossed the camera in my lap. We found another Marathon heading over to 
:HVWODQG:HJRWRXWRI WKHFDUDQGVKHVKRZHGPHKRZWRORDGDUROORI ÀOP,WRRN
DSKRWRRI KHUVPLOLQJ6KHWRRNRQHRI PH,GRQ·WUHPHPEHUZKDW,ZDVGRLQJLQWKH
shot. Princess told me it would be a good picture, though. She drove us over to Rue again 
and she took pictures of  the stagnant water. She climbed down a little bank and checked 
WKHVKXWWHUVSHHGRQWKHFDPHUD6KHORRNHGJRRGLQWKHKDOIOLJKWEXWZKDW,OLNHGPRUH
was the way she tossed her hair over her shoulder before she took a photo. 
:LWK0DUFXVJRQH,GLGQ·WNQRZZKDWWRVD\7KH%XLFNIHOWDOLWWOHUELJJHU3ULQFHVV
UROOHGSDVW WKHFRUQHUZKHUHRIÀFHU$GDPHNKDGSLFNHGPHXS7KHEODFNJX\VZHUH
gone. 
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We drove and drove following an invisible path of  familiar streets. Gas station, empty 
lot, vacant house, park, and then we ended up in front of  my house. Snow was on the 
ZD\DQGWKHKHDWHULQWKH%XLFNZDVRQIXOOEODVW7KHVWUHHWZDVHPSW\0\GDG·V,PSDOD
was gone. Princess turned off  the engine and the whole world got quiet. Our breath 
fogged the windshield. Princess raised her eyebrows. She said, “So?” The question was 
so open-ended. My dad’s car was gone.
 
Princess looked at every picture in the hallway. The light bulb had burned out and 
VKHKDGWRJHWFORVHWRVHHWKHPPHDWVL[\HDUVROGSOD\LQJLQWKH\DUGPHDWWZHOYHWKDW
kind of  thing. She picked one photo off  the wall and held it. How strange it was to see 
WKDW,KDGQHYHUSXOOHGRQHGRZQIURPWKHZDOOEHIRUH6KHOLIWHGLWRII WKHQDLOVRHDVLO\
,DOPRVWVQDWFKHGLWIURPKHUKDQGV
´,GLGQ·WNQRZ\RXZRQDVFLHQFHIDLUµVKHVDLG
,DVNHGWRVHHLW,SODFHGWKHIUDPHGFHUWLÀFDWHEDFNRQWKHQDLO
´7KDWZDVDIHZ\HDUVDJRµ,VDLG´,SODFHGWKLUG,EXLOWDWUHEXFKHWµ
“What’s that?” she said.
´,W·VOLNHDFDWDSXOWµ
,RSHQHGWKHGRRUWRP\URRP3ULQFHVVVDWRQWKHEHGWKHVKHHWVEXQFKHGXQGHUKHU
OHJV,OHDQHGDJDLQVWP\GHVNWKDWXVHGWREHWKHGLQLQJWDEOHEHIRUHZHJRWWKHELJJHU
RQH6KHSXWKHUKDQGVLQKHUMHDQV,EHFDPHDZDUHRI KRZP\URRPPXVWKDYHORRNHG
WRKHUWKHVWDFNRI 0DUYHO3UHVHQWVRQWKHÁRRUWKHSRSFRUQFHLOLQJWKHERRNVKHOI ZLWK
7KH,QYHUWHG:RUOGVLWWLQJRQWRS,W·VHPEDUUDVVLQJVHHLQJ\RXUOLIHIURPVRPHRQHHOVH·V
eyes.
,VDWQH[WWRKHURQWKHEHG6KHGLGQ·WJHWXS
´,·PQRWDQHUGµ,VDLG
$́UH \RX JRLQJ WR FROOHJH"µ 3ULQFHVV VDLG ´, WKRXJKW \RX WROG0DUFXV \RXZHUH 
thinking about going.”
´7KLQNLQJDERXWLWµ,VDLG
“What happened last night?” she said.
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´,ZHQWKRPH<RXDQG0DUFXVZHUHGRLQJDOOULJKWµ,VDLG
“You weren’t bothering anybody,” she said. “Were we bothering you?”
,GLGQ·WKDYHDQDQVZHUIRUWKDWRQH1RWRQHWKDW,ZDQWHGWRVD\RXWORXG,KDGD
EHVWIULHQGZKRVHJLUOIULHQG,ZDQWHG,KDG3ULQFHVVLQP\URRPRQP\EHG
´,·POHDYLQJVRRQ+HNQRZVWKDWµVKHVDLG
,NLVVHGKHU,UHPHPEHUWKHWDVWHRI PLQWDQG0DUOERURFLJDUHWWH
She didn’t stop me, but she didn’t kiss me back. 
$ÀUHVWRSVEXUQLQJZKHQWKHUHLVQ·WDQ\WKLQJOHIWWREXUQ
/DVWDXWXPQ,GURYHEDFNGRZQ-R\5RDG0DUFXV·VKRXVHZDVJRQHEXWPLQHZDV
still there. The porch had collapsed, and the there was a hole in the roof. The yard was 
PRUHPHDGRZQRZ,SXOOHGP\VHOI LQWKURXJKWKHEDFNGRRU7KHUHZDVQRWKLQJLQWKH
KDOOZD\0\PRPKDGWDNHQDOOWKHSLFWXUHVZLWKKHU(YHU\WKLQJZDVJRQH$IWHU,KDG
VWRRGLQWKHGDUNORQJHQRXJK,WRRNWKHPDWFKHVIURPP\SRFNHWDQGSXWWKHPRQWKH
NLWFKHQFRXQWHUDQG,OHIW,GRQ·WSODQWRHYHUJREDFN
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<RXRYHUUXOHGP\V\PSDWKLHVLI ZHWKHQVOHSW
my saffron pillows might have saved you the
HPEDUUDVVPHQWRUPHWKHSDLORI WDSZDWHU,SRXUHGWR
ZDVKWKHPXGG\IRRWSULQWVDZD\ZHGLGQRWRQFH
DJUHHZHWRRNWKHORQJURXWHKRPHDQGORQJHU
HUUDQGVDWWKHRIÀFH,DPVWLOO
DZDLWLQJWKHSVDOWHU\RXPDLORUGHUHGGLG,WHOO
you? did you ever think of  broken seashells? 
did pot roast re-visit your tongue later, when 
you ate squashes cooked some other way? When the long
GULYHWR0DLQHWKULOOHG\RXVWLOOZKHQWRZHUVRYHUWKHVH
VDYDJHSODLQVVSDUNOHGEXW,KDWHGWKHWHOHSKRQH
ZLUHVWKH&KHYUROHWVLGOHGGDLO\DWGDZQLI ,FRXOGKDYH
JUDIÀWLHGHYHU\GULYHZD\\RXFRXOGKDYH
IROORZHGPHWRWKHODVWIHQFHURZVZKHQ,OHIW
WRZQQHLWKHUVXPPHUZRXOGKDYHEOHGVR
VORZLQWRWKHQH[W\RXUQHZNLWFKHQHWWH
ZRXOGKDYHVSDUNHGZLWKEOXHÁRZHUV
,ZRXOGKDYHVHQWWKHOHWWHUVWRRZH
would have one day met in a gravel lot overlooking
WKH3DFLÀFZHZRXOGKDYHNQRZQWKH
botched nights of  wine and candle were the 
VSRLOHGGUHDPVRI FKLOGUHQDORQHDPRQJVW
FDWWDLOVLQ0DUFKLWVWLOOVQRZV,WU\WRIROORZWKHJDSV
left by crashing foxes or children dragging
VOHGV\RXEURXJKWPHRQFHWRWKHKRPH
where your grandmother was prepared for her long 
WULSLQDGDUNURZERDWZKHQ,RIIHUHGWRDPHQG
\RXUYLVLRQ,RIIHUHGOLODFVVXQKDWV
WLOWHGDJDLQVWVZHHWOHPRQDGHWKRVH
miles of  country roads where childhood friends
return nightly to their rope swings
YOUR DIVORCE
Brendan Jordan
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WATCH THE SKIES
Grace Yon
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%H\RQG/LPRQ&RORUDGRWKHUH·VDÀHOG,ZDLWHGIRU
,WJUHZHPHUDOGLQWKHYHOYHWRI $SULO·VÀUVW
UHOXFWDQWVNLHVWKH$XJXVWVWDUWOHGPHEXUQWJROGOLNH
DPXGÁDWDQGZDYLQJFXULRXVVHDVSLWWLQJXS
seedpods instead of  foam, 
DQGLQ$UL]RQDZKLFK,GRQRWUHPHPEHUEXWIRUKRWHO
balconies pierced by the glow of  exit-ramp LED,
separated from the sandstone spires 
WKDWFLUFOHZRUGOHVVO\LQDSXUSOHGXVNEH\RQGWKHFLW\³
ZKHQZHVWDUHRXWDWWKHPOHDQLQJMLWWHU\HOERZV
on railings too tall, the nighttime fell like a curtain
and the television called, an overworked father,
to lull us with stolen images of  colorful birds
WKDWVRPHZKHUHWUDYHUVHÁRRGSODLQVDFDUSHWRI ZLQJVUROOLQJXS
into the dusty storage bin of  extinction. 
When the waves take us,
RXUJUDIÀWLFDQVFUHDPIXFN\RXLQQHRQ
UDJHZLWKVW\OL]HG0DU[LDQÀVWVSDLQWHGQHRQ
green, and still the bricks of  the alley
will admit graciously the ocean to devour them.
The rail platforms will be empty, dismembered knots 
RI ZLUHÁLFNLQJEOXHVSDUNVDVWKHPHWDODQWHQQDH
of  abandoned traincars wave uselessly in the gale;
and somethings will be left,
orange sunhats dropped like spare change into gutters
DQGEHORYHGKRZWRPDQXDOVOHIWÁXWWHULQJEURNHQLQVHFWV
VLWWLQJEDIÁHGRQLURQWDEOHVLQGHVHUWHGSOD]DV
6RPHRQHZLOOWHOO\RX´,WROG\RXVRµ
Someone will pray beside a man who counts the last
AND THERE WERE CUL-DE-SACS AS FAR AS THE EYE COULD SEE
Brendan Jordan
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dollars he could pilfer from the bashed-in ATM,
DQGIROGVWKHPXSDJDLQVWXIÀQJWKHRQFHFXUUHQW
cy under the leather tongues of  chapped boots. 
0HDQZKLOHWUXFNVORDGHGQRWIXOOHQRXJKZLWKSODVWLFMXJV
RI SXULÀHGZDWHUUROOLQWRWUHPEOLQJQHLJKERUKRRGV
and woolen blankets rain from helicopters like odd manna
IDOOLQJLQWUDPSOHGODZQV
We were all born here,
the suburban cloister where brick-walled 
shopping malls rise like steeples, lifting the holy 
beacons of  neon logos, interchangeable halos 
tossed like discus out of  heaven.
Our children prefer to chop the pixelated arms off  zombies
with their y-button chainsaws they won in the last
OHYHO³WKHUHZDVDWLPHZHSUHIHUUHG
that they stole the magnifying glass from the puritanical studies 
of  serious fathers, and trotted out to the yard
to blast the blueish armor of  beetles till they burst
into puffs of  Fourth of  July smoke. This
KDVDOZD\VEHHQWKHÁDJWKH\SOHGJHGWRR
why eighteen-year-olds who fret about acne
and store gin in their winter boots make better 
VROGLHUVZKRVHHWKHGHVHUWWKURXJKWKHUHGÀOWHURI DVFRSH
DQGFRPHKRPHZLWKVZHOOHGDUPVDQGWULJJHUÀQJHUV
for kisses. They taste white phosphorous in the shredded wheat
and drum rhythms like a rain of  debris against the countertop. 
52
The Oval  |  Staff  Issue
,OHDYHP\VKRHVLQWKHFDU
Damp grass becomes wet earth, 
the grains catch and grate 
between my toes.
The tide is out and
,ZDONGRZQWRWKHZDWHU·VHGJH
where the wind pushes it against gravity.
The rain on my hood drowns out
the sound of  the wind and surf.
Water lapses over my 
ankles, and 
something hard traces its way along the
inner arch of  the right foot.
/RRNLQJGRZQ,VHH
a crab; its shell is dark and weathered.
Suspended in the water, 
the legs search lazily for some footing.
&XUUHQWVVSLQÁLSDQGSXVKLWDORQJ
like an elm leaf  in October.
When the tide recedes, the 
small crustacean is pulled along
with it.
APRIL SHOWERS
Mason Harper
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Three times the tide comes in,
Three times it goes out,
7KUHHWLPHVWKHKHUPLW·VMRXUQH\LVKLQGHUHG
And three times he begins again.
54
The Oval  |  Staff  Issue
GABBY & MICHAEL
Emily Johnson
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PARIS
Kristine Quint
,DUULYHGDW WKH*LGG\8S&DIpÀIWHHQPLQXWHVHDUO\VRHYHU\WKLQJFRXOGEHUHDG\
ZKHQWKHGRRUVRSHQHGDWVHYHQ,QVLGHDOZD\VVPHOOHGOLNHIU\LQJEXWWHU)ROJHUVDQG
FOHDQLQJVXSSOLHVHYHQEHIRUHWKHFRRNVFDPHLQ,ÁLFNHGRQWKHOLJKWVLQWKHJODVVWDQN
which would later hold cakes and pies with wrinkled crusts, and navigated through the 
comfortably crowded tables to start coffee in the back. As it gurgled into the awaiting 
SRWV,VWDUHGRXWWKHZLQGRZVRI WKHGLQHUDWWKHLQWHUVWDWHDQGWKHUHGDQGWDQEOXIIVRI 
5RFN6SULQJVDQGLPDJLQHG,ZDVLQ3DULV
The buttes turned into marble-front apartments with periwinkle roofs and petite 
rust-orange chimneystacks. The overcrowded sagebrush were swaying treetops peeking 
over gray cathedrals and pale monuments. Sometimes, after an early rain, the interstate 
JORZHGVOHHNDQGVPRRWKXQGHUVWUHHWOLJKWVDQGLWORRNHGMXVWOLNHWKH6HLQH,·GVHHQLQDOO
WKHSLFWXUHVDQGPRYLHVZLGHDQGGHÀQLQJ$VWKHFRRNVDQGRWKHUZDLWUHVVHVZDQGHUHG
LQ,LPDJLQHGWKHUHZDVDSOHDVDQWDIWHUQRRQUDLQVKRZHULQ0RQWPDUWUHDQGWKH)UHQFK
ZHUHJDWKHULQJLQFDIpVRUVWUROOLQJWKURXJKJDUGHQVWRWLQJUHGXPEUHOODVXQGHUVRIWYHLOV
RI UDLQWKHVXQVWLOOVKLQLQJWKURXJKWKHFORXGVDQGÀOWHULQJIDGHGFRORUVDFURVVWKHFLW\
OLNHOLJKWLQROGSKRWRJUDSKV,I ,OLYHGLQ3DULVPD\EH,·GUHDOO\VWDUWSDLQWLQJ2I FRXUVH
,·GVWLOOZRUN³,ZRXOGVHUYHVRIWVWHDPLQJSDVWULHVDQGHVSUHVVRWRSROLWH)UHQFKPHQ
DQGWKHLUHOHJDQWZLYHVUDWKHUWKDQVODEE\VODSMDFNVWRFRDOPLQHUVZLWKPXGVRDNHGMHDQV
%XW,·GEHLQVSLUHGOLNHWKHJHQHUDWLRQVRI DUWLVWVOLYLQJLQWKH&LW\RI /LJKWEHIRUHPH
3HUKDSV,·GPHHWRWKHUVOLNHPH1RWMXVWH[SDWULDWHVEXWSHRSOHZKRPRYHGWR3DULVWR
live the good life. 
´*RRGPRUQLQJ1LFROHµ7LIIDQ\-RQHVZDVRXUÀUVWFXVWRPHUDWVHYHQVKDUS6KH
FDPHLQHYHU\PRUQLQJIRUDVRXUGRXJKSDQFDNHDQG´DFXSRI MRHµ,SXWLQWKHRUGHU
EHIRUH,EURXJKWDPXJRI FRIIHHRYHUDQGVDWGRZQDFURVVIURPKHU
“Hey, sweetie pie,” she said, sipping through a lipstick stained mouth while her bright 
EURZQH\HVVFDQQHGRYHUPH́ ,VWLOOGRQ·WVHHZK\QRRQHKDVVQDWFKHG\RXXS\HW:KHQ
\RXJRLQJWRÀQGDPDQWRWDNH\RXRQDKRQH\PRRQ"µ
“Tiffany, do you see any of  these men taking me to Paris, let alone the altar?” 
:HJODQFHGDURXQGWKHGLQHUDOUHDG\VWDUWLQJ WRÀOOZLWKROGPHQ LQ IDGHG/HYL·VDQG 
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pimple-faced teenagers playing hooky.
“Well, you never know, do you?” she said, twirling a spoon on her paper napkin. “Any 
day now, some rich man on his way to New York City might drive right through Rock 
6SULQJVUXQRXWRI JDVDQGFRPHLQWRORRNIRUKHOSRQO\WROHDYHZLWKDQHZÀDQFpµ
&DUO\DQRWKHUZDLWUHVVVZHSWSDVWXVZLWKÀYHSODWHVSHUFKHGRQKHUWKLQDUPV
´1LFROH LW·V  <RXU VKLIW VWDUWHG ÀYHPLQXWHV DJRµ 7LIIDQ\ UROOHG KHU H\HV DW 
Carly’s back. 
“Think she learned to balance plates like that feeding hay to all her cows?” 
,VPLOHGDQGVWRRGXSWRSXWRQP\DSURQWXUQLQJVR7LIIDQ\FRXOGWLHWKHVWULQJV
´,·OOOHDYHDELJWLSIRU\RXµVKHFDOOHGDIWHUPHDV,ZHQWWRJUHHWWZRROGPHQZKR
KDGMXVWFRPHLQ
0\ELJEURWKHU-DNHQHYHUXQGHUVWRRGZK\,IDQWDVL]HGDERXW3DULV+HVFRIIHGZKHQ
, FKHFNHGRXW&'V IURP WKH OLEUDU\ZKHQ , WULHG WR OHDUQ)UHQFKDQGPRFNHGPH LQ
D 3HSp/H3HZ DFFHQWZKHQ KHZDQWHG WR JHW RQP\ QHUYHV0RVW WKH WLPH , GLGQ·W
FDUHEHFDXVH,NQHZ-DNHZDVXVXDOO\GRZQDQGRXWDQGMXVWQHHGHGWRIHHOEHWWHUWKDQ 
VRPHRQH+H·GJRWWHQLQWURXEOHDIHZWLPHVIRUSHWW\WKHIWDQGYDQGDOLVP,·GKDGWRKHOS
him foot the bill because Mom retired to Topeka, Kansas with her fourth husband and 
FRQYHUWHGWR%DSWLVPDQGZDQWHGQRWKLQJWRGRZLWKKHUKHDWKHQFKLOGUHQ,WKLQNVKH
ÀJXUHGWKDWVLQFHZHZHUHGDPQHGVLQQHUVDQ\ZD\VVKHPLJKWDVZHOOFXWWKHFRUGEHIRUH
Jesus damned her by association. But Jake had always been grateful for my help; he paid 
me back by buying me breakfast or a new pair of  shoes. We had no one but each other; 
KRZFRXOG,QRWKHOSKLPZKHQKHQHHGHGPH"
7KHODVWWLPH,WDONHGWR-DNHZDVDOPRVWDPRQWKDJR+HWROGPHKHZDVJRLQJWR
PRYHWR&KH\HQQHWRORRNIRUZRUNDQGDVNHGIRUKHOSZLWKJDVPRQH\WRJHWWKHUH,
hoped he was doing well and keeping out of  trouble. But no news was good news when 
it came to my big brother. 
%\WKHHQGRI WKHGD\,·GPDGHÀIW\LQWLSVDQGSLFNHGXSDSD\FKHFN$VVRRQDV,
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JRWKRPH,WXUQHGRQP\ODSWRSDQGFKHFNHGP\5RFN6SULQJV&UHGLW8QLRQDFFRXQW,
VLJKHGZKHQ,VDZWKHFUHGLWFDUGEDODQFHLQUHG$IWHUUHQWDQGELOOV,FRXOGDGGDQRWKHU
WRP\VDYLQJVZKLFKZRXOGOHDYHPHZLWK,WZDVWKHEHVW,FRXOGGRZRUNLQJ
DWWKH&DIpDQGVRPHWLPHVKHOSLQJ-DNH
7RFKHHUP\VHOI XS,SRXUHGDJODVVRI ZLQHDQGORRNHGXSRQHZD\ÁLJKWVIURP6DOW
/DNHWR3DULV,I ,OHIWLQDPRQWK,·GVSHQGMXVWRYHURQDWLFNHWZKLFKZRXOGOHDYH
PHDERXW$IWHU*RRJOLQJORQJWHUPDSDUWPHQWUHQWDOV,UHDOL]HG,·GQHHGDWOHDVW
EHIRUH,FRXOGDIIRUGWRUHQWWKHFKHDSHVWDSDUWPHQW,FRXOGÀQGDQGVWLOODIIRUG
IRRGQRWWRPHQWLRQXWLOLWLHV(YHQ3DULVLDQVQHHGHGWRSD\IRUWKHLUHOHFWULFLW\,WZRXOG
WDNHPHDIHZZHHNVWRÀQGZRUNEXWZKDW,KDGZRXOGODVWPHXQWLOWKHQ
7KDW·VZKHQ,UHDOL]HG³,DOUHDG\KDG$OO,QHHGHGZDVWRPRYHWR7KH
&LW\RI /LJKWV3DULV,WZDVDOO,ZRUNHGIRUDQGLWZDVVRFORVH%XW,QHHGHG
6XGGHQO\,KHDUGDIHZVKDUSUDSVRQP\IURQWGRRU,WZDV-DNH
´+H\1LFµ+LVEUHDWKWXPEOHGIURPKLVPRXWKXQIXUOLQJLQWRWKHGDUNHQLQJVN\,
ÁLSSHGRQWKHSRUFKOLJKWDVKHJODQFHGLQWRWKHDSDUWPHQWRYHUP\VKRXOGHU´0LQGLI ,
crash here tonight?” He gave me a quick hug and slipped through the doorway. 
“What are you doing here?”
´,SLFNHGXS&KLQHVH,W·VLQWKHWUXFNZLWKDFRXSOHRI RWKHUWUHDWV%XWWKHGHDOLV
you have to go get it.”
´-DNH,·PQRWHYHQKXQJU\³µ
´,JRWVZHHWDQGVRXUFKLFNHQµ
$́OULJKWµ,VLJKHG
The truck was unlocked. The interior stung with the scent of  cologne and cigarettes, 
and a Colt 45 tall boy was perched on the dash. Behind the driver’s seat was steaming 
food in slick plastic boxes and a bag with extra fortune cookies. A plastic bag next to the 
food held clinking bottles of  Everclear and Black Velvet. 
Back in the apartment, Jake has clicking through something on my computer.
´:KDWDUH\RXGRLQJ"µ,DVNHG
´-XVWFKHFNLQ·P\HPDLOµKHVDLGEHIRUHFORVLQJWKHVFUHHQ,JUDEEHGWZRIRUNVDQGD
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set of  glasses from the kitchen and poured us each a whiskey.
Through forkfuls of  rice and sweet and sour chicken, Jake told me about how much 
he hated Cheyenne, how he had tried to date some girl someone else had already knocked 
XSDQGWKDWZDVMXVWW\SLFDOGUDPD
“Don’t even get me started on what the real losers do,” he said through a mouthful of  
ULFH $́IWHUDOOWKHVKLWLQ&KH\HQQH,GHFLGHG5RFN6SULQJVZDVKHDYHQ$QGKHUH,DP
6RUU\,GLGQ·WFDOO,MXVWKDGWRJRµ
,WKRXJKWDERXWWHOOLQJKLP,DOPRVWKDGHQRXJKPRQH\WRPRYHWR3DULVEXWNHSW
silent and cradled the whiskey in my palm.
When Jake got tired of  the Black Velvet, he moved on to mixing Everclear with the 
Coke in my fridge. He moved closer to me each time he poured a drink, his stories about 
Cheyenne becoming more extravagant. Eventually he crept across the couch until we sat 
right next to each other. Soon his hand was on my knee. Only two boys had ever put their 
KDQGVRQP\NQHHEHIRUH³RQFHLQPLGGOHVFKRRODQGRQFHDIWHUSURP7KRVHKDQGV
ZHUHVRIWDQGZDUP-DNH·VZHUHKDUGDQGKRWHYHQWKURXJKP\MHDQV
´/RRNLW·VPLGQLJKW,UHDOO\VKRXOGJRWREHGµ,VDLG´'R\RXQHHGWRVWD\KHUH"µ
$́FWXDOO\µKHVOXUUHG´,ZDVZRQGHULQJLI ,FRXOGERUURZDOLWWOHPRQH\µ
“What? For what?”
“Just enough to start me off  in an apartment with a deposit.” He tried to take a sip 
from his glass, but it was empty, so he tossed it to the table and grabbed the bottle of  
whiskey. 
“No.” 
$́ZFRPHRQ1LF,SURPLVH,·OOSD\\RXEDFN<RXNQRZ,ZLOO,ORYH\RXVLVµ+H
WULHGWRZUDSDQDUPDURXQGP\QHFNEXW,SXVKHGKLPRII
´-DNH,·YHKHOSHG\RXHQRXJKLQWKHODVWFRXSOHRI \HDUVDQGZHOOIUDQNO\,FDQ·W
afford to help you right now.” He took another swing. 
“That’s not true. You always save,” he said, wiping a sleeve across his mouth. “What 
did you spend it all on? You haven’t even moved.”
´,·PJRLQJWRPRYHWR3DULVµ+HODXJKHGVORSSLQJZKLVNH\GRZQKLVVKLUW
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“And why the hell would you do that, little sister?” He put the bottle on the table. “Oh 
ZDLW,NQRZ<RX·GUDWKHUVSHQG\RXUPRQH\RQ\RXURZQVWXSLGVHOÀVKGUHDPWKDQKHOS
your own brother. Your only family.”
´7KDW·VQRWWUXHµ,VDLG´,·YHKHOSHG\RXDORW%XWWKLVPRQH\LVIRUPHWRJRWR
3DULV,I \RXGRQ·WOLNHLWWRREDG,I \RXQHHGDQDSDUWPHQWJHWDMRE<RXFDQVWD\KHUH
for a couple days if  you need to.” 
,SLFNHGXSWKHHPSW\ER[HVRI &KLQHVHIRRGDQGWKHJODVVHVFRYHUHGLQWKHVWLFN\
ULQJOHWVRI RXUÀQJHUSULQWVDQGWRRNLWDOOLQWRWKHNLWFKHQ-XVWDV,EHJDQWRULQVHWKH
FXSV-DNHFDPHXSEHKLQGPH,FRXOGIHHOWKHZDUPWKRI KLVERG\ÀUVWDWWKHORZRI P\
back, then on my neck and around my shoulders, and down at my knees. He pressed me 
into the kitchen counter until my belt buckle began to sink into my skin.
“Please?” he asked. 
“What are you doing?”
´,·OOSD\\RXEDFNµKHPXUPXUHG
“Go away, Jake.” 
“Please,” he whispered, closer to my ear. His left hand cupped my shoulder and ran 
down my arm until it rested on top of  my damp hand on the sink. His other hand began 
to push past my hip and further down my leg. 
´-DNHOHDYHPHWKHKHOODORQHRU,·PFDOOLQJWKHFRSVDQG\RX·OOQHYHUJHWDFHQWRXW
of  me again.”
+HJUDEEHG WKH VRDS\JODVV IURPP\KDQGDQG WKUHZ LW DJDLQVW WKHZDOO ,WGLGQ·W 
VKDWWHUXQWLO LWKLWWKHÁRRUVSOLQWHULQJDFURVVWKHFKHFNHUHGOLQROHXPOLNHDVZDUPRI 
fallen stars. He grabbed my shoulders and shook me.
“Why won’t you help me? You’ve never wanted to lend me any money, even when 
\RXGLG<RX·UHVXFKDSHQQ\SLQFKLQJZKRUHµ+HVKRRNPHDJDLQDV,WULHGWRSXVKKLP
away from me.
Then he seemed to realize what he had done. He stepped back. 
´,·PVRUU\1LFROH,·PMXVWGUXQN,·OOEX\\RXDQHZRQH,·PUHDOO\VRUU\³µ
He picked up a rag from the counter and started to pick up the shards from the 
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ÁRRU,VWXPEOHGDZD\IURPKLPDQGUDQWRP\URRPORFNLQJWKHGRRUEHKLQGPH,KDOI  
expected him to begin breaking more dishes, or to throw awful words like knives and 
SRXQGRQP\EHGURRPGRRUEXWWKHUHZDVRQO\VLOHQFHWKURXJKRXWWKHDSDUWPHQW$OO,
heard for the rest of  the night was the clock on my wall, ticking. 
The next morning, the kitchen was clean and showed no signs of  the night before. 
7KHWUDVKZDVWDNHQRXWDQGWKHEDJUHSODFHG1RJODVVZLQNHGDWPHIURPWKHÁRRUZKHQ
,WXUQHGRQWKHOLJKWDQGWKHGLVKHVZHUHZDVKHGDQGOHIWLQWKHGLVKUDFN5HOLHYHGWKDW
,ZRXOGQ·WKDYHWRFOHDQXSEHIRUHZRUN,WRVVHGDSDFNHWRI %URZQ6XJDU&LQQDPRQ
Pop Tarts into the toaster before getting my laptop from the living room. Looking for 
DSDUWPHQWVLQ3DULVEHIRUHDQRWKHUVKLIWDWWKH&DIpVHHPHGOLNHDJRRGZD\WRXQZLQG
before the day started.
,VWHSSHGLQWRP\OLYLQJURRP-DNHKDGFOHDQHGWKHNLWFKHQEXWGHVWUR\HGHYHU\WKLQJ
else. My Vogue magazines, organized by date on a bookshelf  the day before, were ripped 
LQWR WKLQ VKUHGVRI FRORU DGVDQGEODFNDQGZKLWH WH[WRQ WKH OLYLQJ URRPÁRRU7KH
Lonely Planet guides to Europe, France, and Paris were shoved between couch cushions, 
VRPHRI WKHLUSDJHVVWUHZQRQWKHÁRRUOLNHGHDGELUGV$EXWWHUNQLIHZDVVWLFNLQJRXW
RI DFRXFKFXVKLRQDZHDNDWWHPSWDWLQÁLFWLQJGDPDJH,WZDVDPLUDFOHKHKDGOHIWP\
laptop unscathed.
+DQGVVKDNLQJ,EURXJKWLWLQWRWKHNLWFKHQDQGZHQWRQOLQHWU\LQJWRVWD\FDOP,
checked the browser history for the night before. The last page that had been pulled up 
was my bank account. Whatever Jake had been doing on my computer, he’d had time to 
GHOHWHWKHKLVWRU\,RSHQHGWKHOLQNNQRZLQJWKHQXPEHUVZRXOGJLYHPHFRPIRUW,RQO\
QHHGHGIRU3DULV,I WKDWZRXOGQ·WJHWPHWKURXJKWKHGD\,GLGQ·WNQRZZKDWZRXOG
7KH5RFN6SULQJV&UHGLW8QLRQVLWHWROGPHP\DFFRXQWZDVHPSW\/DVWQLJKW,KDG
KDG7RGD\,KDG,VWDUWHGWRVZD\OLJKWKHDGHGDQGFKHFNHGP\WUDQVDFWLRQ
history. 
/DVWQLJKWDWHLJKWKDGEHHQWUDQVIHUUHGWRDQRXWVLGHDFFRXQW,UHPHPEHUHG
FKHFNLQJLWMXVWEHIRUH-DNHKDGFRPHKRPH³,PXVWQRWKDYHFORVHGWKHZLQGRZEHIRUH
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DQVZHULQJWKHGRRU+H·GSUREDEO\VHHQWKHVFUHHQZDVRSHQDQGZKHQ,·GJRQHRXWWR
WKHWUXFNWRJHWWKHIRRG«EXWZK\KDGKHWULHGWRJHWPHWRJLYHKLPPRQH\ZKHQKH·G
already taken it all? 
, VODPPHGP\ÀVW RQ WKH WDEOH ´'DPQLW -DNHµ1RZPRUH DQJU\ WKDQ VFDUHG , 
VWXPEOHG LQWRP\ EDWKURRP WR EUXVKP\ WHHWK DQG SXW RQPDNHXS , QHHGHG WR GR
VRPHWKLQJQRUPDOEHIRUHZRUN1RZPRUHWKDQHYHU,QHHGHGWRZRUNHYHQLI ,JRWP\
money back. 
-DNH KDG IRXQG D 6KDUSLH IURP VRPHZKHUH LQ P\ DSDUWPHQW DQG LQÁLFWHG LWV 
permanent ink on my bathroom mirror. The scribbles started with “Fuck you” and were 
LOOHJLEOHWLOOWKHHQGZKHUHKHZURWH´VRUU\µ,GHFLGHGWRSXWP\PDNHXSRQLQWKHFDU
  
,WULHGWRSUHWHQGQRWKLQJKDGKDSSHQHG,JDYH7LIIDQ\DKDUGVPLOHZKHQVKHFDPH
in but didn’t make conversation, and felt an ache of  guilt when she left me a larger tip 
than normal. Customers came in, took one look at me, and smiled at the other waitresses, 
KRSLQJWREHVHDWHGLQWKHLUVHFWLRQVLQVWHDG,VKXIÁHGWKHPHQXVDWWKHIURQWFRXQWHU
into a neat pile over and over, not able to get my mind off  my money and Jake. Should 
,FDOOWKHFRSV"7KHEDQN":DVWKLVVRPHWKLQJ,FRXOGHYHQJHWWKHPWRKHOSPHZLWK"
:RXOGWKH\HYHQERWKHUZKHQ,KDGEHHQVWXSLGHQRXJKWROHWP\QRWRULRXVO\LOOEHKDYHG
EURWKHULQWRP\KRPH"$QGHYHQZRUVHZKDWZRXOG-DNHGRLI KHIRXQGRXW,·GUHSRUWHG
KLP",GLGQ·WWKLQNDERXWZKDWZRXOGKDSSHQLI ,FRXOGQ·WJHWP\PRQH\EDFN³,MXVW
NQHZ,QHHGHGWR
The bell at the front counter pinged, breaking through into the thick, pancake-infused 
DLU$QROGPDQNHSWRQHZULQNOHGÀQJHURQLWDQGVWDUHGDWPH,VDWKLPDQGKLVIULHQGLQ
P\VHFWLRQ,ÀJXUHGLI WKH\WKRXJKWWKH\KDGWKHULJKWEHVRUXGHWRWKHLUZDLWUHVVWKH\
could put up with me for the next hour. 
7KHSKRQHUDQJDV,ZDONHGWKHLURUGHUWRWKHNLWFKHQ&DUO\DQVZHUHGWKHSKRQHZLWK
DFXUW´*LGG\XS&DIpKRZFDQ,KHOS\RX"µ,FRXOGKHDUWKHSHUVRQRQWKHRWKHUHQGRI 
the line over the hissing bacon and murmurs of  the diners. Carly frowned. 
“Why don’t you tell her yourself ?” The voice on the other end garbled until she said, 
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´)LQHZKDWHYHU,·OOWHOOKHUµDQGKXQJXS6KHWXUQHGWRPHIRUHKHDGZULQNOHG´<RXU
LGLRWEURWKHUMXVWFDOOHGµ
´:KDWGLGKHVD\"µ,DVNHGP\KHDUWWKUXPPLQJ
´+HZDQWHGPHWRWHOO\RXKH·VEDFNLQ&KH\HQQH,GRQ·WNQRZZK\KHZRXOGQ·WMXVW
tell you himself, but whatever.” She started to walk away.
´&DUO\µ,VDLG6KHWXUQHGWRORRNDWPH´:LOO\RXFRYHUP\VKLIWIRUDOLWWOHZKLOH",
KDYHVRPHWKLQJ,UHDOO\QHHGWRWDNHFDUHRIµ
´,·YHEHHQFRYHULQJ\RXUDVVDOOPRUQLQJ0\WDEOHVDUHIXOO:KHUHGR\RXQHHGWR
go?”
´,W·VSHUVRQDO$QHPHUJHQF\µ,VDLG
“Fine, whatever,” she huffed. “More tips for me.”
´7KDQNV,RZH\RXRQHµ,VDLGDV,VWHSSHGRXWWKHGRRU
,FDOOHG-DNHZKLOH,GURYHWRWKHSROLFHVWDWLRQ,FRXOGKDUGO\KHDUP\YRLFHRYHUP\
rushing heartbeat as the phone rang. 
´+H\ZKDW·VXS\RXUHDFKHG-DNH/HDYHDPHVVDJH,PLJKWFDOO\RXEDFNµ
,ZDVVXUSULVHGKHHYHQKDGKLVYRLFHPDLOVHWXS
´-DNHLW·V1LFROH&DUO\WROGPH\RX·UHLQ&KH\HQQH,NQRZZKDW\RXGLGVRWKHUH·VQR
SRLQWDYRLGLQJPH/RRNLI \RXWUDQVIHUP\PRQH\EDFNWRGD\DVLQULJKWQRZ,ZRQ·W
KROG WKLVDJDLQVW\RX%XW LI \RXGRQ·WFDOOPHEDFNZLWKLQ WKHQH[WÀYHPLQXWHV ,·P 
going to the police.” 
:KHQ , SXOOHG LQWR WKH SDUNLQJ ORW ÀYHPLQXWHV KDG SDVVHG , VDW LQ WKH FDU IRU 
DQRWKHUÀYHDQGWKRXJKWDERXWFDOOLQJKLPDJDLQEXWGHFLGHGDJDLQVWLW
,QVLGH WKH SROLFH VWDWLRQ WKH VHFUHWDU\ WRRN P\ QDPH DQG XVKHUHG PH LQWR WKH 
VKHULII ·V RIÀFH ZKHUH KH VDW UHFOLQHG LQ D PRQVWURXV RIÀFH FKDLU , VDW RQ DQ 
uncomfortable plastic bench on the other side of  his desk and told him what had 
happened while he twiddled his thumbs, his hands resting on his gut as if  pregnant.
“Basically, what you’re saying, ma’am,” he said, “is that your brother stole all your 
money.” 
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+H VFUDWFKHG DW WKH VWXEEOH RQ KLV QHFN , UHFRJQL]HG KLP DV D UHJXODU ZHHNHQG 
customer. He always ordered banana pancakes and hot cocoa.
´<HVµ,VDLG
´:HOOLI KHGLGLWIURP\RXUDFFRXQWDV\RXVD\LWFRXOGEHGLIÀFXOWWRSURYHWKDW\RX
GLGQ·WMXVWWUDQVIHUWKHPRQH\\RXUVHOIµ
´6KHUULIIZLWKDOOGXHUHVSHFWZK\WKHKHOOZRXOG,EHUHSRUWLQJKLPLI ,KDGZDQWHG
to give him all my money?”
“Hey now,” he said, holding up his hands. “Just trying to help.”
´/RRNP\EURWKHUVWROHDVLJQLÀFDQWDPRXQWRI PRQH\ULJKWIURPXQGHUP\QRVH,I 
you can’t get him for that, couldn’t you at least arrest him for something else?”
´/LNHZKDW0LVV«1LFROH"7KDW·V\RXUQDPHULJKW"µ
“He came to my apartment last night. He stole money from me. He vandalized my 
home. He stabbed a knife through my couch. And he stole almost $3,000 from me. 
Vandalism and assault, if  not theft? Hasn’t this police force or whatever you want to call 
LWDUUHVWHGKLPPXOWLSOHWLPHVEHIRUH",·PVXUH\RXFDQÀQGDZDUUDQWIRUDVNLSSHGWULDO
VRPHZKHUHµ,VDLG7KHUHZDVQRGRLQJWKLVKDOIZD\QRZWKDW,·GUHSRUWHGKLPWKH\
might as well catch him. 
 The sheriff  leaned forward and scribbled something on a piece of  paper before 
settling back into his chair with a squeak. 
´,·OOVHHZKDW,FDQGRµKHVDLG´<RXVDLG\RXWKLQNKHLVLQ&KH\HQQH"µ
´<HVµ,VDLG3HUKDSVWKLVZDVJRLQJVRPHZKHUH
´:HOO,KDYHKLVYHKLFOHLQIRUPDWLRQDQGDGHVFULSWLRQ,·OOFDOOP\DVVRFLDWHVDWWKH
SROLFHGHSDUWPHQWDQGWHOOWKHPWRNHHSDQH\HRXW,·OOOHW\RXNQRZLI ZHKHDURI DQ\-
thing.”
´&DQ,JHWP\PRQH\EDFN"µ,OHDQHGIRUZDUGKDQGVRQKLVGHVN+HORRNHGDWWKHP
XQFRPIRUWDEO\VKLIWLQJQRWHERRNVDQGSDSHUVDVLI WRFUHDWHDZDOOEHWZHHQXV´,I \RX
FDWFKKLPFDQ,JHWP\PRQH\EDFN"µ
´:H·OOKDYHWRÀQGKLPÀUVWPLVVµKHVDLG0\H\HVOLQJHUHGRQKLPDPRPHQWEHIRUH
,WKDQNHGKLPDQGZDONHGRXW
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,UHWXUQHGWRWKH&DIpDQGFORFNHGEDFNLQ$V,WLHGWKHDSURQVWULQJVEHKLQGP\
back, Carly came up, propping up a tray of  pancakes against her hip.
´,VHYHU\WKLQJRND\"µVKHDVNHG
“Fine.” 
´,·YHEHHQVHUYLQJHYHU\RQHLQ\RXUVHFWLRQ1RWDELJGHDOEXW,·OONHHSWKHWLSV,
hope you’ll be here for the rest of  your shift, the afternoon crowd will be here soon.” She 
walked away, hips swaying, pancakes held high above her like an offer to the gods. 
,JUHHWHGWKHQH[WFXVWRPHUVDQGVDWWKHPLQP\VHFWLRQP\ZDLWUHVVFKDUPWXUQHG
XSIXOOWKURWWOH<HVWHUGD\,RQO\QHHGHGWRJRWR3DULVEXWWRGD\,QHHGHG
Who knew when Jake would show up again? When he did, he would have spent all my 
money, there was no doubt about that. But by the time he would think to come to my 
KRPHDQGJURYHODWP\IHHWIRUPRQH\DJDLQ,KRSHGWREHORQJJRQH
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Maggie Mattinson
MY GRANDMA’S BOYFRIENDS
´+H·VUHDOO\VRPHWKLQJHOVH0DJJLH,FDQ·WZDLWIRU\RXWRPHHWKLP$Q\ZD\VHQRXJK
about me, what about you? Have you met any cute boys recently?” 
,UROOHGP\H\HVDQGWRRNDGHHSEUHDWK,WVKRXOGEHSDWKHWLFWKDWIRUWKHODVW\HDU
RI KHUQHZO\DFTXLUHGVLQJOHKRRGP\JUDQGPDKDGPRUHVWRULHVRI ÀUVWGDWHVDQGQHZ 
UHODWLRQVKLSVWKDQ,GLG7KH\EORVVRPHGIURPWKHPDQ\FLUFOHVRI IULHQGVVKHNHSWLQ
5RFN6SULQJV:\RPLQJVKHKDGKHUTXLOWLQJFLUFOH0F'RQDOGV6HQLRUFHQWFRIIHH
Monday group, librarian ladies from the high school in Sweetwater County where she 
was able to patrol my dad and uncle’s every move during their teenage years as the head 
librarian, and most recently, her grief  counseling pals. 
´8KQRWUHDOO\µ,VDLGELWLQJWKHLQVLGHRI P\FKHHNDV,VSRNHLQWRWKHSKRQH,
UHDFKHGGRZQWRSHWP\FDWQRWLQJWKHLURQ\RI WKHVLWXDWLRQ7KHWKRXJKWWKDW,VKRXOG
EHWKHRQHEX]]LQJDERXWER\V,ZDVGDWLQJZKLOHP\*UDQGPDVKRXOGEHWKHRQHVLWWLQJ
at home with her cat didn’t pass me by.
“Oh, honey. Well, that’s okay. Take all the time you need, dear. You’ll get back out 
WKHUH<RX KDYH ORWV RI  WLPH -XVW ORRN DWPH%XW \RX SUREDEO\ FDQ·W XQGHUVWDQG ,W 
probably sounds crazy to hear about your seventy-six-year old grandma falling in love, 
right?”
´,WGRHVQ·W VRXQGFUD]\µ , VDLG ´,·PH[FLWHG IRU \RX JUDQGPDµ , IRUFHGP\VHOI 
WRVRXQGFKLSSHUDV,VSRNHKLGLQJHYHU\WKLQJHOVH,ZDVWKLQNLQJDERXWP\JUDQGPD·V
GDWLQJOLIHWKDWZDVOLNHDQHSLVRGHRI 7KH%DFKHORU6KHJLJJOHGRQFHPRUHDQG,VHW
P\SKRQHGRZQRQP\GHVN WXUQLQJRQ WKH VSHDNHUSKRQH VR WKDW , FRXOGRSHQ WKH 
9DOHQWLQH·V'D\FDUGVKHKDGVHQWWKDWZHHNZLWKDIROGHGELOOLQVLGH,ZDVQ·WVXUHLI 
,ZDVWKHRQO\FROOHJHVWXGHQWWKDWVWLOOJRWJUHHWLQJFDUGVIURP+DOOPDUNIRUHYHU\
KROLGD\IURPWKHLUJUDQGPDZLWKPRQH\LQVLGHEXW,ZDVQ·WDERXWWRFRPSODLQ6RPHGD\
,PLJKWWHOOKHUWKDWKDOI RI WKHWLPHWKHPRQH\VKHVHQWERXJKWPHSULQWHULQNWKHQLJKW
EHIRUHDSDSHUZDVGXHDQGDKDOIJDOORQRI 3RSRYYRGNDWKHRWKHUKDOI,PD\QRWKDYH
been actively looking for a new piece of  arm candy like my grandma had been for the 
ODVW\HDUEXWZKDW,FRXOGQ·WWHOOKHUZDVWKDW,KDGPRUHIXQZDONLQJLQWRKRXVHSDUWLHV
uninvited in the University District, playing beer pong and drunkenly adding people on 
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)DFHERRN,·GQHYHUWDONWRDJDLQWKDQWU\LQJWRÀQGDER\IULHQG
 0\ *UDQGSD GLHG ZKHQ , ZDV WHQ )RU WKH QH[W GHFDGH DIWHU KLV GHDWK P\ 
Grandma had one life partner who lasted eight years and a series of  other dates to talk 
about during the two years when she wasn’t being snatched up by a lucky senior bachelor 
of  Rock Springs, Wyoming. She was a hot commodity.  Armed with the stockpile of  my 
Grandpa’s retirement money from his years on the railroad, my Grandma could afford 
DOORI WKHÀQHNQLWWXUWOHQHFNVIURP&KULVWRSKHU	%DQNWKDWVKHZDQWHGDQGWRJHWKHU
hair styled every other day at a salon. My Grandpa had intended to spend his hard earned 
retirement loot living their life in luxury after skimping for years and working sixty-hour 
weeks miles from home, but his early death created an entirely different future for my 
Grandma without him. After he’d passed away in his early 60’s of  a sudden heart attack 
ZKHQ,ZDVSKRQHFDOOVWRP\JUDQGPDEHFDPHDZHHNO\URXWLQH,ZDVWKHROGHVW
JUDQGFKLOGRI ÀYHDQGKDYLQJVRPHRQHZKRZRXOGKDSSLO\OLVWHQWRHYHU\FROOHJHDQHF-
GRWHJLUOFDWÀJKWDQGER\IULHQGSUREOHPKDGEHHQLQYDOXDEOHWRPH6RPHWLPHV\RX
MXVWQHHGVRPHRQHZKRZLOOOLVWHQ
+RZHYHUKHUGDWLQJOLIHGLGQ·WJRRYHUZHOOZLWKDQ\RQHLQRXUIDPLO\,WZDVQ·WXQ-
WLO,HQWHUHGFROOHJHWKDW,UHDOL]HGWKDWWKHUHZDVDORWVKHZDVQ·WWHOOLQJPHGXULQJRXU
weekly phone calls about her boyfriend, Barry.  She would later admit she would have 
married him but due to the retirement plan my Grandpa had set up before he died, if  she 
HYHUUHPDUULHGLQWKHFDVHRI KLVGHDWKVKH·GORVHRI KLVUHWLUHPHQWPRQH\,WZDV
money he intended to use to pay for each of  their grandchildren’s college tuition so we 
would never struggle in the poverty they did in their early days of  marriage. She wanted 
WRPDUU\%DUU\GXULQJWKHHLJKW\HDUVWKH\ZHUHWRJHWKHUZKLFK,QHYHUIRXQGRXWXQWLO
later. However, there were even worse details she would fail to tell me she was even more 
ashamed to admit.
,KDGMXVWWXUQHGWKLUWHHQWKHÀUVWWLPHP\JUDQGPDLQWURGXFHGXVWR%DUU\:HPHW
DWRXUIDPLO\FDELQLQWKHPLGGOHRI WKH:LQG5LYHUPRXQWDLQVMXVWVRXWKRI -DFNVRQ
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:\RPLQJ,NQHZLWEXJJHGP\GDGWKDWVKHZDVEULQJLQJKHUQHZER\IULHQGWRWKHSODFH
ZKHUHZHQRWRQO\KDG\HDUVRI PHPRULHVVWRUHGLQFOXGLQJP\ÀUVWVWHSVDVDEDE\DQG
ZKHUHZHVWD\HGHYHU\VXPPHUZKLOHZHZHQWÀVKLQJLQWKHPRXQWDLQVEXWLWZDVDOVRWKH
place where my grandpa had suffered his heart attack barely two years ago. My dad stood 
ZLWKKLVDUPVFURVVHGRXWVLGHRI WKHFDELQ,WZDVVRKRWWKHSUDLULH·VKRUL]RQEOXUUHGDQG
the top of  the Wind Rivers seemed to blend into the blue sky. A breeze made the wind 
FKLPHVKDQJLQJRQWKHFORWKHVOLQHMLQJOHDQGWKHWULOORI WKHULYHUWKDWUDQDORQJVLGHWKH
cabin could be heard from where we were standing in a circle. 
0\PRPVWRRGE\P\GDG·VVLGHZLWKKHUPRXWKLQDPDWFKLQJVWUDLJKWOLQH,ZDV 
FRQIXVHG ,GLGQ·WXQGHUVWDQGZK\ WKH\ZHUHQ·W H[FLWHG ,KDG VTXHDOHGRQ WKHSKRQH
ZKHQP\JUDQGPDÀUVWWROGPHVKHKDGDGDWHZLWKDPDQ,YLYLGO\UHPHPEHUHGWKH
look on my grandma’s face at Grandpa’s funeral and the way she looked at me like we 
were now her only reason for living. We couldn’t mention his name for months without 
making her cry. Seeing her happy now seemed like it should have been a great thing and 
,JODUHGDWP\SDUHQWVZKRVHHPHGOHVVWKDQHQWKXVHG
´7KLV LV %DUU\ HYHU\RQHµ P\ JUDQGPD VDLG 6KH VPLOHG ZLGHU WKDQ ,·G VHHQ KHU
smile in years and the happiness in her eyes was obvious. We all looked at my dad, who 
UHPDLQHGVLOHQW,JODQFHGDWKLPDQGZLGHQHGP\H\HVLQKLVGLUHFWLRQZDLWLQJIRUKLPWR
ease the awkwardness. Finally, he took a step forward and shook his hand.
“Nice to meet you, sir,” my dad said. Barry immediately lit up and relaxed, but he 
didn’t know dad like we did. My dad was painfully friendly to the point of  embarrassing 
PHDWJURFHU\VWRUHVDQGSXEOLFSODFHVE\PDNLQJIULHQGVZKHUHYHUKHZHQW,JODQFHGDW
Barry again, looking more closely this time. He had a skinny nose that looked like a pencil 
ZDVJOXHGWRKLVIDFHDQGFLUFXODUH\HVWKDWPDGHKLPORRNOLNHDÁ\+HZDVWKHRSSRVLWH
of  my Grandpa. The women in my family always compared my Grandpa to a James Dean 
ZLWKKLVEURDGVKRXOGHUVDQGVTXDUHMDZOLQHHYHQXQWLOKLVGHDWK%DUU\UHPLQGHGPHRI 
a teddy bear, but not a new one in a store, an old battered one found under a kid’s bed 
after a new toy had replaced it. He looked friendly enough, though, despite looking a little 
DZNZDUG,VDZWKHZD\P\JUDQGPD·VVNLQJORZHGDQGWKHSHUNLQHVVLQKHUYRLFHDVVKH
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spoke and tried to ignore everything else.
%DUU\WXUQHGWRORRNGRZQDWPHDQGRXWVWUHWFKHGKLVKDQGDVZHOO,WRRNLWHDJHUO\
“Well, you must be Miss Maggie. You’re the one who always interrupts us at dinner with 
\RXUSKRQHFDOOVHK"µ+HZLQNHGDQG,VPLOHGDWP\JUDQGPDZKRODXJKHGRXWORXG
“Oh, Barry, stop. Maggie can call whenever she wants.”
0\GDGFOHDUHGKLVWKURDWDQG,VWHSSHGEDFNZDUGVLQ OLQHZLWKP\\RXQJHUVLVWHU
Sophie. 
´,NQRZ-XG\LW·VMXVWWKDWP\VWHDNXVXDOO\JHWVFROGE\WKHWLPH\RXJHWEDFNIURP
talking to Maggie on the phone,” he said, chuckling louder than anyone in the circle. This 
WLPH,ORRNHGDWWKHJURXQGEOXVKLQJVOLJKWO\,JODQFHGDWKLPWRVHHKLPVPLOLQJDWPH
ZLWKDJRRI\JULQRQKLVIDFHDQGODXJKHGMXVWORXGO\HQRXJKWKDWKHFRXOGKHDULW,IHOW
my dad next to me take a step backwards as he leaned against the truck with his arms 
folded.
“Oh, Barry,” my grandma said. She laughed and poked his giant belly that looked like 
KHKDGDEDVNHWEDOOKLGGHQXQGHUQHDWKKLVVKLUWZKLFK,KDGIDLOHGWRQRWLFHDWÀUVW´,Q
WKDWFDVH0DJJLHQHHGVWRFDOOPRUHRIWHQ:HQHHGWRZDWFK\RXUÀJXUHµ
They giggled again and it was like watching kids at my school in the hallways. My 
VLVWHUGLGQ·WVD\DQ\WKLQJEXWVKLHOGHGWKHVXQZLWKDKDQGDFURVVKHUEURZV,UDLVHGP\
eyebrows at her and instead of  acknowledging me, she crossed her arms and looked at 
the ground.
“Come on, let’s get in the car, girls. We’re going to town, Mom, to get some groceries. 
Anything we can pick up for you, Barry?” my dad said. He was looking Barry squarely in 
the eye this time with less friendliness than even before. 
“Just a tin of  chew, if  you would there, Scotty,” Barry said. The wind seemed to 
stop at that very second and all noise seemed to cease. Scotty had been my Grandpa’s 
nickname for my dad and there was no way my dad would be okay with being called that.
,Q WKHFDUP\GDGEDUHO\ VSRNHDZRUG IRU WKH WZHQW\PLOHV LQWR WRZQ7KHRQO\
WLPHKH VSRNH LWZDV WR WHOO6RSKLH DQG , WR VWRS ODXJKLQJ LQ WKHEDFNDVZH ODXJKHG 
obnoxiously about Barry’s nose. The rest of  the vacation passed uneventfully as my dad 
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avoided being in the same room as Barry under all costs. At dinner, he escaped to the 
shower and my mom was forced to make small talk with a smile on her face at the table 
to make up for it. Barry didn’t seem to notice, though, as he laughed the whole hour of  
GLQQHUHDFKQLJKWFUDFNLQJMRNHVQRRQHVHHPHGWRWKLQNZHUHKDOI DVIXQQ\DVKHGLG
´,ZRNHXSDQGKHDUGVFUDWFKLQJRXWVLGHP\ZLQGRZDQGFRXOGKDYHVZRUQLWZDVD
EHDU6RZKDWGR,GR"*UDEP\VKRWJXQDQGKHDGRXWVLGHLQP\VNLYYLHVRQO\WROHDS
out of  my boots to see not a bear but a raccoon! Nearly shit my pants!” Barry would say, 
telling the same story over and over again of  why he was afraid to sleep alone in his own 
FDELQMXVWWZHQW\PLQXWHVDZD\IURPRXUV
We didn’t see Barry that often for the duration of  their eight-year relationship. For the 
ÀUVWFRXSOHRI \HDUVWKHSKRQHFRQYHUVDWLRQVZLWKP\JUDQGPDFHQWHUHGRQPHDQGWKH
SHULOVRI EHLQJDÀIWHHQ\HDUROGWKDWFRXOGQ·WZHDUDSDLURI $EHUFURPELHMHDQVWKDWDOORI 
P\IULHQGVZRUHEHFDXVHLWFRVWWRRPXFKPRQH\WRJHWVL[LQFKHVKHPPHG,DOVRVHHPHG
to be the only one in my group of  friends who hadn’t had a boyfriend yet. Everything 
PDWWHUHGPRUHWKDQP\JUDQGPD·VVSLUDOLQJUHODWLRQVKLSDQG,GLGQ·WVWDUWWRQRWLFHWKDW
anything was even beginning to go wrong clear into high school.
“Maggie, have you talked to grandma recently?” my mom asked one day after school. 
,ZDVLQWKJUDGHDQGMXVWVWDUWLQJWRUHDOL]HOLIHZDVPRUHWKDQZHDULQJWKHVDPHFORWKHV
HYHU\RQHHOVHGLG0RVWSHRSOHVXFNHGDV,VWDUWHGWRUHDOL]HDQ\ZD\VDQGWKHJHQLXVRI 
EHLQJVKRUWZDVWKDW,FRXOGZHDUKHHOVWRVFKRRODQGVWLOOEHLQFKHVVKRUWHUWKDQHYHU\-
RQHHOVH,DOVRUHDOL]HGÀFWLRQDOER\IULHQGVLQ79VKRZVDQGERRNVGHÀQLWHO\EHDWWKH
UHDOER\V,NQHZZKRWKRXJKWLWZDVVH[\WRVWLFNWKHLUWRQJXHVLQ\RXUHDUZLWKLQWZHQW\
VHFRQGVRI RI JLYLQJ\RX\RXUÀUVWNLVV
´8PGXK,FDOOHGKHU\HVWHUGD\:K\"µ,VDLG
´'LGVKHVD\HYHU\WKLQJZDVDOULJKW"'LGVKHVRXQGRND\"0HQWLRQDQ\WKLQJ«DERXW
Barry?” my mom said.
,VKRRNP\KHDGEXWWKLVWLPHP\LQWHUHVWSHDNHG
“No, why? What’s wrong?”
´1RWKLQJQRWKLQJ,I VKHKDVQ·WPHQWLRQHGLWWR\RX,GRQ·WZDQWWRWHOO\RXµ
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´1RWHOOPH:KDW·VJRLQJRQ"µ,DVNHGPRUHSHUVLVWHQWO\WKLVWLPH0\JUDQGPDDQG
,KDGRQO\EHFRPHFORVHURYHUWKH\HDUVDQGDOWKRXJK,VWLOOKDGQ·WUHDOO\ZDUPHGWRWKH
MROO\WHGG\EHDU,KDGEHHQKDSS\WKDWVKHKDGVHHPHGKDSS\
“Just ask Grandma next time you talk to her. You’re old enough to know but it’s up 
WRKHUWRWHOO\RX%DUU\KDVQ·WEHHQ«IHHOLQJZHOOODWHO\µ
,FDOOHGKHUWKDWYHU\QLJKW,VDWRQWKHFROGÁRRURI P\EHGURRPSUHVVHGDJDLQVWP\
GRRU0\JUDQGPDZDVYLVLWLQJLQDFRXSOHZHHNVDQG,ZDVVXUSULVHGWKDWDQ\WKLQJFRXOG
be wrong when lately all we could talk about was our shared excitement of  her coming 
WR,GDKRWRYLVLWXV
´*UDQGPDµ,VDLGDIWHUWDONLQJIRUDERXWWZHQW\PLQXWHV´LVHYHU\WKLQJRND\",V«
%DUU\RND\"µ,ZDVQ·WUHDOO\VXUHZKDWWRVD\VLQFH,GLGQ·WNQRZZKDWZDVZURQJ
´2KXPKH·VKDYLQJVRPHWURXEOHULJKWQRZ%XW,GRQ·WZDQW\RXWRZRUU\DERXWLW
KRQH\<RXUGDGDQG,KDYHLWXQGHUFRQWUROµVKHVDLG,VLJKHGDQGDOORZHGKHUWRVZLWFK
WKHVXEMHFW,ÀJXUHGLI P\GDGZDVWDNLQJFDUHRI LWWKHQWKHUHZDVQ·WPXFKWRZRUU\
about.
´,MXVWFDQ·WZDLWWRVHH\RXQH[WZHHN:H·UHJRLQJWRKDYHVRPXFKIXQµVKHVDLG
Two weeks later, my grandma arrived. She was staying for four days, overlapping 
with Sophie’s birthday. Most of  the trip was focused on birthday shopping for Sophie, 
going to movies, picking out ice cream cakes at Baskin Robbins, and “girl time.” Nothing 
seemed weird. The excitement of  the trip masked any awkwardness between my dad 
DQGJUDQGPDWKDW,PLJKWKDYHQRWLFHGLI ,ZDVSD\LQJFORVHUDWWHQWLRQ%XWEHFDXVHP\
grandma so happy, any question about Barry sort of  got shoved in the back of  my mind.
On the third day of  her visit and the day of  my sister’s birthday, the phone rang as 
we were cutting her birthday cake. My mom answered it and in the middle of  everyone 
VFUDPEOLQJIRUSLHFHVRI FDNH,GLGQ·WQRWLFHP\JUDQGPDJHWXSDQGWDNHWKHSKRQH
As we started opening presents, Sophie looked up from the biggest gift in the pile that 
everyone knew was from my grandma, “Where’s grandma?” 
Spring 2014
73
,ZDONHGWRWKHEDFNRI WKHKRXVHWRP\JUDQGPD·VURRPWRÀQGKHU+HUEDFNZDV
WXUQHGWRPHDV,HQWHUHGWKHURRP,PPHGLDWHO\VKHMXPSHGDVVKHKHDUGPHVWHSLQWR
WKHURRPDQG,TXLFNO\VDZWKHPDVFDUDVWUHDNHGGRZQKHUFKHHNV
´:KDW·VZURQJJUDQGPD"µ,DVNHG,ZUDSSHGP\DUPVDURXQGKHUZDLVWDQGVKHIHOO
LQWRP\KXJLPPHGLDWHO\,VWDJJHUHGDV,IHOWKHUERG\ZHLJKWVKLIWLQWRPLQHDQG,VWRRG
up a little straighter to keep us upright.
´%DUU\«2KKRQH\%DUU\·VKDYLQJDWRXJKWLPHµ
´,VKHVLFN"µ,DVNHG
´1R³ZHOO\HV+H·VLOO,KDYHWRJRKRPHWRWDNHFDUHRI WKLVµVKHVDLG+HUYRLFH
shook as she struggled to put together every word . Her breathing was irregular and she 
gasped for air between each word.
´7KLV"µ , VDLG , LPDJLQHG D FROG RU PD\EH ZDONLQJ SQHXPRQLD %XW , FRXOGQ·W 
understand what would make him sick enough for her to leave.
´<RXFDQWHOOPH*UDQGPD,FDQKHOS\RXHYHQµ,VDLGVSHDNLQJVORZO\VRPD\EH
,·GVRXQGROGHUWKDQ,ZDV,IHOWGHVSHUDWHWRNQRZZKDWZDVZURQJDQGWKRXJKWRI WKH
KRXUV,·GVSHQWFRPSODLQLQJWRKHUDERXWHYHU\WKLQJWKDWVHHPHGVRWHUULEOHDERXWP\OLIH
Not once had she ever mentioned anything bad in hers. 
´2KKRQH\³,·PVRUU\,KDYHQ·WWROG\RXEHFDXVH\RXUGDGKDVEHHQVRXSVHWEXW
Barry has been struggling with his depression and, um, he hasn’t been all right in the 
head.”
´:KDWGR\RXPHDQ"+H·VGHSUHVVHG"µ,VDLGPRUHORXGO\WKLVWLPHVWLOOQRWSXWWLQJ
WKHSLHFHV WRJHWKHU0\ MDZZDVFOHQFKHGDQG,PDGHVXUHP\JUDQGPDFRXOGQ·W ORRN
DZD\IURPP\H\HVDV,SOHDGHGZLWKKHUWRWHOOPHWKHZKROHWUXWK,NQHZWKDWOLNHP\
grandma, he’d lost his spouse shortly before they had met.
:LWKWKLVP\PRPZDONHGLQWRWKHURRPDQGKHOSHGKHUÀQLVKSDFNLQJ0\PRP
VTXHH]HGP\ VKRXOGHU DV , OHIW WKH URRP VR WKDW WKH\ FRXOG WDON DERXWZKDWHYHUZDV
wrong with Barry. She drove my grandma to the airport minutes later. That evening my 
GDGZRUNHGLQKLVVKHGDOOQLJKW,FRXOGKHDUEDQJLQJSDVWGDUNDQGFRXOGQ·WKHOSEXW
stay awake wondering what it was my grandma never told me but was clearly telling my 
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SDUHQWV,WULHGWRUHPHPEHUWKHÀUVWWLPHP\PRPDQGGDGDVNHGPHLI P\JUDQGPDKDG
WROGPHDQ\WKLQJDERXW%DUU\,WULHGWRUHPHPEHUSKRQHFDOOVZKHUHP\JUDQGPDPLJKW
KDYHVRXQGHGOHVVFKHHUIXOWKDQXVXDO,ZDVQ·WVXUHLI ,ZDVPRUHZRUULHGRUDQJU\7KH
ZHHNSDVVHGVORZO\DQGZHGLGQ·WKHDUIURPP\JUDQGPDWKHQLJKWVKHÁHZRXWRUWKH
next morning.
´'DG"µ,DVNHGP\GDGRQHPRUQLQJDVKHZDVVWUHWFKLQJLQWKHOLYLQJURRPEHIRUH
his run. He nodded at me, permitting me to continue.
“Has Grandma called yet?”
He shook his head quickly and started whistling.
´:KDW·V³,PHDQZKDW·VZURQJZLWK%DUU\"µ
“Barry is a big problem, Maggie. But it’s grandma that is the bigger problem,” he said, 
rolling his eyes. He stood up and glanced at me before leaving for his run.
´,GRQ·WHYHQZDQWWRNQRZZKDWVKH·VWHOOLQJ\RXµKHVDLGVODPPLQJWKHGRRUVKXW
behind him.
0\JUDQGPDFDOOHGWZRGD\VODWHUDQGZKHQ,DVNHGLI HYHU\WKLQJZDVRND\DOOVKH
FRXOGGRZDVLQVLVWWKDWLWZDVDQGWKDW%DUU\ZDVJRLQJWREH´PXFKEHWWHUµ,EHOLHYHG
KHUSDUWO\EHFDXVH,GLGQ·WNQRZDQ\EHWWHUEXWPRVWO\EHFDXVH,ZDQWHGWR,WZDVVR
IDU IURPWKH WUXWKEXW, LJQRUHGWKHVLJQVIRU\HDUVHYHQDV WKH\EHFDPH LQFUHDVLQJO\
IUHTXHQW , LJQRUHG WKDWP\SDUHQWV FRQWLQXDOO\ DVNHGPH IRU ´XSGDWHVRQ*UDQGPDµ
DQGGLGQ·WDVNDERXW%DUU\RQWKHSKRQHZLWKKHUXQOHVVVKHYROXQWHHUHGLQIRUPDWLRQ,
ignored the fact that during our annual visits, Barry never visited the house while we were 
LQ:\RPLQJ,EHFDPHWKHOLQHRI FRPPXQLFDWLRQEHWZHHQP\SDUHQWVDQGP\JUDQGPD
H[FHSWIRUWKHRFFDVLRQDOHPDLOWKH\VHQWRQHDQRWKHU,WZDVDOPRVWOLNH%DUU\GLGQ·WH[LVW
except in the silence between my dad and grandma.
,WZDVWKHGD\DIWHU&KULVWPDV,ZDVWZHQW\:HZHUHVSHQGLQJ&KULVWPDVZLWKP\
grandma in Wyoming. My grandma started the morning by announcing to my sister and 
PHZKRZHUH WUDQVÀ[HGE\1HWÁL[ HSLVRGHVRI 7KH2IÀFH WKDW VKH H[SHFWHG%DUU\
ZRXOGVWRSE\WKHKRXVHWRVD\KLVRPHWLPHWKDWPRUQLQJ:HEDUHO\KHDUGKHUDQG,
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didn’t register any worry in her voice.
´-XG\,·PVXUHKH·OOFDOOµ,KHDUGP\PRPVD\DIWHUDFRXSOHKRXUV,ORRNHGDWWKH
FORFN,WZDVHOHYHQLQWKHPRUQLQJDQGZKLOHZHZHUHVWLOOLQRXUSDMDPDVP\JUDQGPD
was dolled up already in her cashmere turtleneck and gold hoop earrings.
´,W·VMXVW³KHNQRZV,ZRUU\+HKDVQHYHUJRQHHYHQKDOI RI DGD\ZLWKRXWFDOOLQJµ
my grandma said. 
,SDXVHGWKHHSLVRGHDQGOLVWHQHGIURPWKHOLYLQJURRP+HUYRLFHUDQJWKURXJKWKH
TXLHWKRXVHDQG,GLGQ·WKHDUDQ\VLJQRI KHUZLWKKROGLQJDQ\ZRUU\VKHPLJKWKDYHKLG
IURPXVQRUPDOO\,KHDUGIRRWVWHSVDQG,WXUQHGVOLJKWO\RQWKHFRXFKWRZDWFK,JXOSHG
My mom was hugging her reassuringly but my grandma kept her arms crossed across her 
waist. 
“No, he always calls. Something isn’t okay.”
)RU WKH QH[W KRXUP\ VLVWHU DQG , KDOIKHDUWHGO\ SDLG DWWHQWLRQ WR WKH WHOHYLVLRQ
:HKHDUGVQLSSHWVRI  WKHQH[WFRXUVHRI HYHQWVP\JUDQGPDFDOOHG%DUU\·V VRQZKR
agreed to go over to his house to check on everything. There was something we gathered 
between the lines about them not hearing from him since they’d opened presents on 
Christmas morning the day before. That morning, my mom sat on the couch next to my 
grandma while they held the phone in their hands waiting for the call from Barry’s son. 
My dad sat at the dining room table silently with his head in his hands.  We expected the 
worst, but surprising to us all, was that we were hoping for the best.
´0RP,·PVXUHKH·VDOULJKWµP\GDGVDLGDIWHULWKDGEHHQDERXWWZHQW\PLQXWHVWKDW
we’d spoken to Barry’s son.
“Thanks, Scott,” my grandma said. She brushed at her eyes with the Kleenex my dad 
brought her. She grabbed his hand before he went back to his spot at the dining room 
table and he let her squeeze it.
A couple minutes later, the phone rang. My grandma looked at all of  us, pausing on 
HDFKIDFHEHIRUHMDPPLQJWKHDQVZHUEXWWRQRQWKHSKRQH
,NQHZEHIRUH,KHDUGWKHVFUHDPVHFRQGVDIWHUSDUDO\]LQJXVDOOWRRXUVSRWVLQWKH
KRXVH,WXJJHGDWWKHWKUHDGVRQWKHQHZSRONDGRWVZHDWHU LQP\IDYRULWHFRORUWKDW
76
The Oval  |  Staff  Issue
P\JUDQGPDKDGERXJKWIRUPHIRU&KULVWPDVÀJKWLQJWKHXUJHWRFU\DVP\JUDQGPD
NQHOWRQWKHJURXQGZLWKKHUKHDGLQP\PRP·VODS,JODQFHGRXWRI WKHODUJHJODVVIURQW
window at the kids across the street who made snowmen and whose screams could be 
KHDUGIURPKHUH,WKLQNZH·GDOONQRZQUHDOO\WKHPRPHQWVKH·GVDLGVRPHWKLQJKDG
been wrong that there wasn’t going to be a happy ending to the day. 
:HSURORQJHGRXUWULSE\DZHHNVRZHFRXOGJRWRWKHIXQHUDOZLWKP\JUDQGPD,W
ZDVDWDFKXUFKRQWKHRXWVNLUWVRI 5RFN6SULQJVLQDEXLOGLQJWKDWORRNHGOLNHDMDLOZLWK
LWVEULFNH[WHULRUDQGEDUUHGZLQGRZV,ZDONHGLQÀUVWKROGLQJP\JUDQGPD·VKDQG$
EOXURI IDFHV,GLGQ·WNQRZUHDFKHGRXWWRWDNHWKHLUWXUQVKXJJLQJP\JUDQGPD
´,·PVRVRUU\IRU\RXUORVVGHDUµVRPHRQHVDLG,ORRNHGDWP\JUDQGPDWRVHHKHUUH-
DFWLRQXQWLO,UHDOL]HGWKDWWKLVVWUDQJHU,·GQHYHUVHHQEHIRUHZDVWDONLQJWRPH,QRGGHG 
We reached the back room where the minister stood in front of  Barry’s immediate 
IDPLO\$VZHZDONHGLQWKH\HDFKMXPSHGIURPWKHLUFKDLUVWRKXJP\JUDQGPDWRR
,ZDWFKHGDVWKH\FDPHWRJHWKHUDQGPRYHGWRWKHHGJHRI WKHURRPZKHUHP\IDPLO\
stood quietly in the corner. After talking to my grandma, each of  Barry’s family members 
VKRRNRXUKDQGVDGGUHVVLQJXVE\RXUÀUVWQDPHV,ORRNHGDWP\PRPDQGPRWLRQHG
WRZDUGVWKHPZLWKDÁLFNRI P\HOERZ'LGVKHNQRZWKHLUQDPHV",GLGQ·WNQRZQRUKDG
,HYHUPHWDVLQJOHRQHRI WKHP
7KHPLQLVWHUDGGUHVVHGP\VLVWHUDQG,QH[W6KHJUDVSHGRXUKDQGVIROGLQJWKHPWR
her chest and murmured a prayer. 
´1RZJLUOV,ZDQW\RXWRVWDQGZLWKDOORI WKHJUDQGFKLOGUHQGXULQJWKHFHUHPRQ\
We are all family here, blood or not. Under God’s eye, you are as much his family as every-
one,” the minister said. My eyes darted to my mom’s, who immediately walked forward. 
´,W·VUHDOO\RND\µP\PRPVDLG´WKDW·VQRWQHFHVVDU\µ
´<HDKµ,VDLGP\YRLFHYDFDQWRI DQ\HPRWLRQDV,VWUXJJOHGWRZLWKKROGP\ODXJKWHU
DQGGLVJXVW´ZHGRQ·WQHHGWREHDSDUWRI LW,W·VIRU%DUU\·VIDPLO\DIWHUDOOµ
“Honey, you are Barry’s family,” the minster said.
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My grandma started to shake her head as she caught wind of  the conversation 
DQGZDYHG WKHPLQVWHURII  DVZHOOEXW VKHGLGQ·WKDYHDQ\RI  LW ,JODQFHGDW%DUU\·V 
grandchildren, the oldest of  whom was about my age and didn’t hide her anger. Barry’s 
VRQDOVRFDVWXVDORRN,FRXOGQ·WGHFLSKHUDQG,IHOWP\GDGVWLIIHQQH[WWRPH
´,GRQ·WJHWLWµ,VDLGWRP\GDGZKLVSHULQJ+HLJQRUHGPH
Halfway into the service, the minister asked if  the grandchildren would all come 
IRUZDUGDQGSODFHDÁRZHURI RXUFKRRVLQJRQWKHFDVNHW0\VLVWHUDQG,VKXIÁHGWR-
ZDUGV WKH IURQW , WULHG WR LJQRUH WKHKXQGUHGVRI  IDFHVEHKLQGPHDQG WKHQ WULHG WR
LJQRUH WKHFKRUXVRI JDVSVDVZHSODFHGDÁRZHURQKLVFDVNHW , WXUQHGDURXQGDQG
VDZKXQGUHGVRI SDLUVRI H\HVRQPH,JXOSHGDQGUHVXPHGVWDQGLQJQH[W WR%DUU\·V 
grandchildren who were audibly sobbing while my eyes were drier than a desert. Every 
IHZVHFRQGV,PDGHH\HFRQWDFWZLWKRQHRI  WKHPDQGUHFHLYHG ORRNVRI KDWUHGWKDW
made me wonder what we’d done.
,ZDVWZHQW\RQHDQGP\JUDQGPDPRPDQG,ZHUHDOOYLVLWLQJ6RSKLHLQ9LUJLQLD
where she was a freshman. My grandma had bought all three round-trip plane tickets 
and demanded on the second night we switch hotel chains completely, moving from a 
Double Tree to a Hilton. At the mere mention of  grabbing Chik-Fil-A for dinner, she 
immediately suggested we drive to the nearest Olive Garden on her bill. 
Sitting at Olive Garden in a four-person booth, we mulled over the menu. Sophie 
had a textbook in front of  her while she highlighted notes for an upcoming midterm and 
P\PRPDQG,WDONHGDPRQJVWRXUVHOYHV7KHZKROHZHHNHQGKDGVRUWRI JRQHOLNHWKLV
6RSKLHZLWKKHUQRVHLQDERRNDQGP\PRPDQG,ZKLVSHULQJGXULQJEUHDNVRI FRQYHU-
sation with my grandma.
´,VQ·W WKLV VR QLFH JLUOV"µP\ JUDQGPD VDLG0\PRP DQG , ERWK ORRNHG XS0\ 
JUDQGPDZDVJULQQLQJZDUPO\KHUH\HVVZHHWHUWKDQPLONFKRFRODWH,JXOSHGDQGVPLOHG
back. 
´,·PVRJODGZHFRXOGDOOPDNHWKLVWULS7KDQN\RX6X]\IRURUJDQL]LQJWKHZKROH
WKLQJ,FRXOGQHYHUGRWKLVRQP\RZQµVKHVDLGFRQWLQXLQJ
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´6XUH\RXFRXOG-XG\µP\PRPVDLG+HUH\HVÁLWWHGRYHUPLQHDQGZHVKDUHGD
knowing glance. 
´7KHKLVWRU\KHUHLVMXVWRXWVWDQGLQJ(YHU\WKLQJLVVREHDXWLIXOµP\JUDQGPDVDLG
,UROOHGP\H\HVDQGZKHQWKHZDLWHUFDPHEDFNRUGHUHGDJODVVRI ZLQH1RZSURED-
EO\ZDVQ·WWKHWLPHWREULQJXSWKHVXEMHFWRI :DOWHUKHUQHZER\IULHQGZKRP\PRP
seemed to push out of  every conversation the moment he was brought up. 
´,W·VVRVSHFLDOµVKHVDLG´WRVSHQGWLPHWRJHWKHUOLNHWKLV7RHDWLQQLFHUHVWDXUDQWV
and share a nice hotel room together.” 
´<RX·UHULJKW-XG\,WLVµP\PRPVDLG6KHVTXHH]HGP\KDQGIURPXQGHUWKHWDEOH
DQG,XQFOHQFKHGP\KDQGVEHIRUH,QRGGHGLQDJUHHPHQW
´,WKLQNWRPRUURZZHQHHGWRYLVLWWKHGRZQWRZQWRGRVRPHVKRSSLQJGRQ·W\RX
WKLQN"µP\JUDQGPDVDLG6KHQRGGHGDWPHVPLOLQJ,GLGQ·WUHWXUQKHUVPLOHDQGORRNHG
EDFNGRZQDWP\GULQN,ZRQGHUHGLI ,FRXOGJHWDZD\ZLWKRUGHULQJDQRWKHU$IWHUDIHZ
VHFRQGV,GHFLGHG,GLGQ·WFDUHLI ,FRXOGRUFRXOGQ·WDQGDVNHGWKHZDLWHUIRUDQRWKHU
JODVVRI ZLQHIRUZKLFKZDVWZLFHDVPXFKPRQH\DV,·GHYHUVSHQWRQRQHGULQNIRU
myself. 
´2K\RXSUREDEO\WKLQN,·PFUD]\µP\JUDQGPDVDLG´<RX·UHWRR\RXQJWRXQGHU-
VWDQGµ,JUDEEHGDSLHFHRI P\KDLUDQGWZLUOHGLWEHWZHHQP\ÀQJHUVZLOOLQJP\VHOI WR
NHHSVWDULQJDWWKHKRWHOFDUSHW,IHOWP\KHDUWUDWHDFFHOHUDWH
´<HDK\RX·UHSUREDEO\ULJKW*UDQGPDµ,VDLG´,DPWRR\RXQJµ,ELWP\WRQJXH
DQGGUXPPHGP\ÀQJHUVRQWKHEHG$IWHUDWKUHHVHFRQGSDXVH,ORRNHGRYHUWRVHH
LI VKHZDVVWLOOWKHUH6KHZDVVPLOLQJDQGKHUFKHHNVZHUHÁXVKHG:HZHUHEDFNIURP
dinner and my grandma had found me on my bed with my Kindle after she’d gotten off  
the phone with Walter. She held her hand across her chest and it made me want to leave 
WKHKRWHOLPPHGLDWHO\HYHQLI LWPHDQWVOHHSLQJRQWKHÁRRURI P\VLVWHU·VGRUP,ZDVQ·W
DNLGDQ\PRUHDQG,ZDVVLFNRI KHUSUHWHQGLQJOLNHHYHU\WKLQJZDVSHUIHFW,ZDVVLFNRI 
KHUDFWLQJOLNH,FRXOGQ·WQRWLFHWKHWHQVLRQEHWZHHQKHUDQGP\GDGZKRVHUHODWLRQVKLS
seemed to have taken another hit when she started dating Walter four months after Bar-
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ry died. They met in grief  counseling of  all places and everyone thought it was nothing 
short of  ridiculous after the emotional turmoil Barry’s death had taken on her.  
´,NQRZLW·VFUD]\EXWODWHO\,·YHEHHQWKLQNLQJ«$QG,QHYHUWKRXJKWWKLVZLWK%DUU\
LQWKHHLJKW\HDUVZHZHUHWRJHWKHUEXW,WKLQN,WKLQN,FRXOGPDUU\:DOWµVKHVDLG,
whipped my head around to face her, not even trying to hide my surprise now.  She waited 
IRUPHWRVD\VRPHWKLQJEXW,GLGQ·WEXGJH$IWHUDIHZVHFRQGVVKHUHDFKHGDFURVVWKH
bed to squeeze my hand. She sat up from the hotel bed. Before leaving the room, she 
paused at the doorway.
“Don’t worry, you’ll understand someday.”
 
/DWHUWKDWQLJKWZKLOHP\JUDQGPDZDVVQRULQJLQWKHQH[WURRP,WROGP\PRP
what my grandma had told me earlier that evening about wanting to marry Walt some-
GD\,NQHZZKDWLWPHDQWIRURXUIDPLO\DQGIRUP\GDG+LVVLOHQFHDQGPHEHLQJWKH
´QHZVXSGDWHUµRQP\JUDQGPDVXGGHQO\PDGHVHQVH6KHGLGQ·WNQRZWKDW,ZDVDZDUH
that she’d lose most of  my grandpa’s retirement if  she remarried and her eagerness to get 
me as excited as she was about it made me mad. 
“She would really give up all of  the money Grandpa worked for so she’d have a nice 
OLIHWRDJX\VKHMXVWPHW<RXUJUDQGSDZDQWHGKHUWREHKDSS\EXW,MXVWGRQ·WWKLQNVKH
gets it. This is bad, Maggie,” my mom said beside me in the queen sized bed we shared. 
Her voice was steady but careful, like she didn’t want to say the words out loud that would 
mean it was true.
´0RPµ , VDLG1RZWKDW ,ZDVROGHQRXJK WRFOXH LQWRZKDWZDVKDSSHQLQJ WKH 
TXHVWLRQRI ZKDWUHDOO\KDSSHQHGZLWK%DUU\IHOWPRUHLPSRUWDQWWKDQHYHU,UHPHP-
EHUHGWKHORRNRQ%DUU\·VVRQ·VIDFHFRQGHPQLQJXVIRUVRPHWKLQJ,GLGQ·WNQRZ,NQHZ
,FRXOGQ·WDVNP\JUDQGPDDQ\WKLQJPRUHDERXWLWHLWKHU8QWLOVKHKDGPHW:DOWHUVKH·G
openly admitted her life felt empty without Barry in it anymore. 
´:KDWZDVZURQJZLWK%DUU\"µ,DVNHG
“You never knew?” she said, her voice ringing loudly in the mute hotel room. 
´1R VKH QHYHU WROG PH 1R RQH HYHU WROG 6RSKLH DQG , ZKDW ZDV DFWXDOO\ 
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KDSSHQLQJµ,VDLGWU\LQJQRWWRVRXQGELWWHU,ZDQWHGWRNQRZQHHGHGWRNQRZ6KH
VLJKHGDQGWXUQHGRQKHUVLGHVRVKHZDVIDFLQJPH,WZDVFRPSOHWHO\GDUNLQWKHURRP
DQGQHDULQJWZRLQWKHPRUQLQJ1HLWKHURI XVKDGDGMXVWHGWRWKH(DVWFRDVWWLPHFKDQJH
and the smell of  the pizza we’d ordered a couple hours prior lingered. My grandma, on 
the other hand, had fallen asleep promptly by ten each night, leaving the late nights to us.
´%DUU\KDGDPXOWLSOHSHUVRQDOLW\GLVRUGHU,WZDVEURXJKWRQE\KLVGHSUHVVLRQ7KDW·V
ZK\'DGZDVVRVFDUHG+HZDVQ·WVDIHIRUKHUWREHDURXQGµVKHVDLGVORZO\,KHDUGKHU
voice catch as she said the last word, and she cleared her throat.
´,VWKDWZK\VKHKDGWROHDYHRQ6RSKLH·VELUWKGD\"µ,DVNHG
´<HVWKDWZDVWKHÀUVWWLPHKHKDGDQDWWDFNµ
“An attack?”
She nodded, “He tried to kill himself, Maggie. He was a hunter and had whole 
FDVHVRI JXQVDWKRPH7KDWZDVRQO\WKHÀUVWWLPHKHKDGPRUHWKDWIROORZHG*UDQGPD
stayed with him through it all even when he turned on her. He almost sent her to the 
KRVSLWDODIHZWLPHV:HZHUHVFDUHG«KHZDVJRLQJWRWU\WRKXUWKHUZRUVHWKDQKH
wanted to hurt himself.”
,FRQVLGHUHGWKLVIRUDPRPHQWDQGIHOWWKHEORRGULVHWRP\FKHHNV7KH\HDUVRI 
SKRQH FDOOVP\ JUDQGPD DQG , KDG VKDUHG DQG DOO RI  WKH VHFUHWV ,·G WROG KHU WKDW ,
had never mentioned to either of  my parents felt suspended in my mind. She was my 
FRQÀGDQWDQGPD\EHLWKDGEHHQQDwYHRI PHWRWKLQNWKDWVKHZRXOGWUHDWPHDVKHU
HTXDOEXWLQVWHDG,VDZWKDWZKDWVKH·GKLGGHQIURPPHKDGEHHQDPHDQVRI YDOLGDWLQJ
her own actions.
´6RVKHGLGQ·WWHOOPH«EHFDXVHVKHWROG'DGDQGLWPDGHKLPPDG"µ
“Of  course,” my mom said, “she never wanted to be told she was wrong. Your grand-
PDLVVRNLQGEXWVKHQHYHUSXWVKHUVHOI ÀUVWDQGLW·VOLNHVKHFDQ·WVWDQGWKHLGHDRI MXVW
EHLQJDORQH'RHVVKHMXVWQHHGWREHZLWKVRPHRQHDOOWKHWLPH":HZDQWHGKHURXW\HDUV
ago.”
´6R«:DOWHU"µ
“Yep, Walter. He lost his wife six months ago and here she is again. Who knows what 
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problems he has?”
, UROOHGRYHU LQEHG&RQIXVLRQÀOOHGP\PLQG DV , WULHG WRQDYLJDWH WKURXJK WKH 
SUREOHPVWKDWZHUHOLJKW\HDUVIURPZKDW,NQHZKRZWRZUDSP\PLQGDURXQG,WKRXJKW
of  the way she giggled whenever she talked about Walter, the same giggle she showcased 
RSHQO\ZKHQZH·GÀUVWEHHQLQWURGXFHGWR%DUU\,WKRXJKWRI WKHZD\,·GEHHQNHSWLQ
WKHGDUNQRWWRSURWHFWPHEXWPD\EHDVDPHDQVRI SURWHFWLQJKHUVHOI,GLGQ·WZDQWWR
WKLQNDERXWWKDW,WVHHPHGHDVLHUWRSUHWHQGDOOWKRVH\HDUVVKHZDVSURWHFWLQJPH$QG
ODVWO\,WKRXJKWRI P\JUDQGSD
´:KDWGR\RXWKLQN*UDQGSDZRXOGVD\"µ,DVNHGP\PRP6KHVKLIWHGDJDLQ
“Don’t you think,” she began, “that’s part of  what bothers dad so much?”
,VKRRNP\KHDGQRWNQRZLQJZKHWKHU,XQGHUVWRRGWKHWUXWKRI LWRUQRW:KDWGLG
,NQRZDERXWOLIHDIWHU\RXUVSRXVHGLHV"+RZHYHU,WKRXJKW,NQHZPRUHDERXWJHWWLQJ
WRRZUDSSHGXSLQDER\WRRVRRQWKDQVKHGLG$QG,WKRXJKW,NQHZPRUHDERXWWUXVW
than she did, too.
´,GRQ·WNQRZZKDW,·PVXSSRVHGWRVD\WRKHUPRPµ,VDLG
“None of  us do, sweetie.”
$FRXSOHRI GD\VDIWHU,JRWEDFNIURP9LUJLQLDP\JUDQGPDFDOOHGPH,DQVZHUHG
the phone and said hello with genuine enthusiasm.
´7KDWVXUHZDVDIXQWULSµVKHVDLG´%XWLW·VVRQLFHWREHEDFN,PLVVHGKRPHDQG
Walt.”
´,XQGHUVWDQGµ,VDLG,XQGHUVWRRGWKDWZKLOHLWZDVSUHWW\FOHDUWRP\JUDQGPDWKDW
my dad would probably never stop worrying about her and her relationships and while 
VKHVWLOOWKRXJKW,ZDVEOLQGIURPWKHWUXWKVKHZRXOGQ·WVWRSSUHWHQGLQJHYHU\WKLQJZDV
QRUPDO,GHFLGHGIRUWKHWLPHEHLQJ,GLGQ·WZDQWWRVWRSHLWKHU,ZDVQ·WVXUH,FRXOG
NHHSLWXSIRUHYHUEXWIRUWKHPRPHQW,ZDVQ·WUHDG\WRORVHPRUHWKDQ,DOUHDG\KDG
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FORSYNTHIA TUNNELS
For Sweetie
Spring.  
Until today, 
,GLGQRWNQRZWKHLUQDPH
Merely a faint recollection 
2I WLQ\\HOORZÁRUD
Forsythia.
         ~ 
Summer. 
7KHÁRZHUVUDLQHGGRZQ
Leaving tunnels barren and spiky. 
Wood, dirt and bugs, 
Thorns, weeds and roots
Filled the tunnels. 
Musky, wet and muddy, 
Blue sky only through slits.  
6OLPHDQGMHZHOOLQHGZDOOV
Swords and spikes threaten to fall.
Tiny creatures question our presence. 
A fat cat of  brown and tan, 
Roams this forbidden space.
,PDJLQLQJIDQWDVWLFDOWDOHV
Of  slaying beasts,
,·GIROORZKHUWRHYLOSODFHV
A tiny furry dragon. 
Fall. 
Tunnels cold and rotting, 
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Death threatens to claim us. 
Spikes and swords get sharper, 
Hooking onto our clothes, 
Trying to keep us here forever. 
Companions following my moves,
We wiggle and twist. 
Ripping cloth and skin, 
Drawing blood and danger,
Traps and spikes behind us. 
Dragon tail in front. 
Weapons out and at the ready, 
Thrusting and slashing. 
Claws cutting through air, 
)LUHH[SORGLQJDQGEXUQLQJÁHVK
One good stab to the chest, 
Wounded she runs. 
Demon hurt and gone, 
Slowly we escape our prison. 
Free at last we roam these tunnels,
Searching and questing for sky, 
Lost in this labyrinth. 
Winter. 
Bursting through rubble, 
We have found our escape. 
Ground white and frozen,
We shiver in our tattered clothing, 
Looking back to our cage, 
Only Forsythia Tunnels. 
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REAL WOMEN
, GRQ·W GULQN2XWZLWK IULHQGVRU FOLHQWV ,·OOPD\EHKDYH D FRXSOH EXW ,·PQRW D
EHHUJX\ , OLNH5XPDQG&RNHRUD WDVW\PL[HGGULQNDQG IRUPH WKH\JRGRZQ OLNH 
.RRO$LG,FRXOGJX]]OHDERWWOHRI .DKOXDZLWKRXWFUHDPVR,JHQHUDOO\VWD\DZD\IURP 
DOFRKRO,·PDKXPDQUHVRXUFHVFRQVXOWDQWDQG,FRXOGJHWWRDVWHGFRQVWDQWO\RII ELJVKRW 
managers who take us to fancy local hangouts for dinner and drinks on an open company 
FDUGWKHQWRXJKRXWWKHGDLO\KDQJRYHUOLNHP\SHHUV%XWZK\EHPLVHUDEOH",HDWWKHLU
steak and lob, have a soda, a big slice of  cheesecake, and sneak off  early. 
, OLYH LQ0RQWDQD DQGZRUN WKH1RUWKZHVW VR 6HDWWOH DQG3RUWODQG DUH DERXW WKH 
extent of  my big city experiences, but a while back we did our annual training in 
0HPSKLVDFLW\ZLWKFKDUDFWHU ,GLGQ·WJRRXWZLWK WKH WHDPDIWHUZRUNDWQLJKWDQG
VRFLDOL]HOLNH\RXGRZKHQ\RX·UHRXWRI WRZQ2QHJX\FDOOHGPHFUD]\EHFDXVH,ZDV
PLVVLQJRXWRQWKHODGLHV%XW,·PWLUHGRI DOOWKDW,QHYHUJHWDQ\ZKHUHZLWKUHDOZRPHQ
'ULQNLQJGRHVQ·WKHOSWKHUHHLWKHU7KLQJVJREDGIRUPHZKHQ,GULQNDURXQGZRPHQ
,RJOHEUHDVWVH[DPLQHWDWWRRVDQGDUPSLWVEOXUWRXWUDQGRPFRPPHQWV OLNH´<RX·UH
EHDXWLIXOµH[SHFWLQJWKHPWRMXPSDOORYHUPH,JXHVV7KH\GRQ·W,·PLQP\WKLUWLHVQRZ
VR,GRQ·WORRNIRUWKLQJVWRFKDQJHLQWKDWGHSDUWPHQWDQG,OLNHGRLQJWKLQJVE\P\VHOI 
anyway. 
,QELJFLWLHV,LQYHVWLJDWH,QWULJXLQJWKLQJVJRRQ\RXGRQ·WVHHLQVPDOOWRZQV'UXJ
GHDOVJDQJÀJKWVSURVWLWXWLRQ,GRQ·WFRQGRQHLOOHJDODFWLYLW\,·PLQWHUHVWHGLVDOO,OLNH
WRZDWFKSHRSOHZKRDUHQRWWXQHGLQWRP\SUHVHQFHDÁ\RQWKHZDOOGHDO,FRQVLGHULW
research for something, or living on the edge. 
The South has black women, few and far between in Montana, so they are exotic to 
PH7KDW·VZK\,VWD\HGLQ0HPSKLVDQH[WUDGD\WRWDNHLQWKHFXOWXUH6RPHWLPHV,WKLQN
DERXWZKDWLWZRXOGEHOLNHWRKDYHDEODFNJLUOIULHQGKRZZH·GEHWRJHWKHU,·PVXUHLW·V
MXVWDWKLQJOLNHZLWK$VLDQV,·PIRQGRI $VLDQZRPHQWRREXW,·YHVOHSWZLWKDIHZDW
massage parlors in Seattle and Spokane, even for real once, and they aren’t as big a deal 
for me anymore. The mystique fades.       
,ZDQWHGWRFUXLVH%HDOHRQ6DWXUGD\QLJKWVR,KXQJRXWLQP\URRPDW6SULQJYLOOH
6XLWHVLQP\XQGHUZHDUPRVWRI WKHDIWHUQRRQHDWLQJOLFRULFHDQGQDSSLQJ,KDGPDGH
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a quick trip out that morning to the Lorraine Motel where Martin Luther King JR. was 
DVVDVVLQDWHGWRSD\P\UHVSHFWV,GLGQ·WSODQWRVWD\RXWODWHWKDWHYHQLQJ0\SODQHOHIW
DWHOHYHQÀIWHHQWKHQH[WPRUQLQJVR,ZDVJRLQJWRZDON%HDOHKDYHDJRRGGLQQHUWKHQ
UHVWXSDQGJHWP\VHOI JRLQJHDUO\PD\EHVZLQJE\*UDFHODQGEHIRUHP\ÁLJKW
,KHDUGUDFNHWRXWVLGHRQWKHVWUHHWDQGSXOOHGEDFNWKHFXUWDLQ$QDWWUDFWLYHEODFN
ZRPDQ LQ D WXUTXRLVH RQHSLHFH RXWÀWZLWKZKLWH VWULSHV VWUXWWHG GRZQ WKH VLGHZDON
in high heels swinging a silver purse. Two homeless looking guys hollered at her. She 
ZLJJOHGKHUÀQJHUVDWWKHPVDLGVRPHWKLQJEDFNDQGNHSWZDONLQJ,RSHQHGWKHFXUWDLQ
DWWKHIDUZLQGRZWRJHWDQRWKHUORRNEXWMXVWFDXJKWKHUEURZQOHJVGLVDSSHDULQJDURXQG
the corner. 
,DWHPRUHOLFRULFHDQGGRXEOHFKHFNHGWKHSKRQHERRN,KDYHWKLVKDELWRI JRLQJ
WKURXJKPRWHOSKRQHERRNVORRNLQJIRUDOOQLJKWPDVVDJHSDUORUV-XVWWRORRN,·YHJLYHQ
XSRQWKRVHWRREXW,·PFRPSXOVLYHO\FXULRXV6RPHPRWHOVDUHJHWWLQJVRWKH\GRQ·W
FDUU\SKRQHERRNVDQ\PRUHZKLFKLVVRUWRI DUHOLHI EHFDXVH,·OOVWD\DQ[LRXVDWDPRWHO
XQWLO,ÁLSWKURXJKWKRVHSDJHVEXWWKHUHXVHGWREHIXOOSDJHDGVVKRZLQJWZHQW\IRXU
hour health spas with pictures of  pretty Asian women promising relaxation, steam baths 
and body shampoos. 
6H[DWPDVVDJHSDUORUVPDGHPHKDWHP\VHOI7KDW·VZK\,VWRSSHGJRLQJ,KDGWR
hide it, carry around this big secret, always feeling self-conscious. And it can get nasty, 
GHSHQGLQJ RQZKHUH \RX JR DQGZKR \RXZLQG XSZLWK2QH WLPH , SXOOHG RYHU RQ
a frontage road afterword and scrubbed my cock with rubbing alcohol. There’s an a 
GYHQWXUH,W·VDZDVWHDQ\ZD\EHFDXVH\RXGRQ·WJHWDPDVVDJHRXWRI WKHGHDO+HOOQR
7KHJLUO·VMRELVWRJHW\RXRII DVIDVWDVVKHFDQVRVKHFDQEORZVRPHRWKHUVOREZDLWLQJ
his turn down the hall, so don’t bother humiliating yourself  by asking her to go slow 
or work out the kinks. Just one time, a pretty Korean girl shared a cigarette with me 
afterward.           
$IWHU,UHVWHGDQGVKRZHUHG,WRRNDPXVFOHUHOD[HUWRORRVHQXSWKHQZDONHGWRZDUG
%HDOH6WUHHWNHSWDQH\HRXWIRUDJRRGSODFHWRHDW,VWLOOKDGRYHUIRXUKXQGUHGGROODUV
PRVWO\LQÀIWLHVLQP\ZDOOHWDQG,·GEHEULQJLQJPRVWRI LWKRPH,·GEHLQEHGDWWKH
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motel by nine, maybe stop and get a dirty magazine somewhere and bring it back with me 
since nobody knew me there.  
,W ZDV D QLFH HYHQLQJ DERXW ÀYH R·FORFN LQ WKH ÀIWLHV ,W KDG UDLQHG HDUOLHU VR 
HYHU\WKLQJORRNHGJUD\<RXFRXOGQ·WVHHWKHWRSVRI EXLOGLQJV,FKHFNHGWKHEXLOGLQJV
RXWDQGVDLGKLWRIRONV,SDVVHG3HRSOHJRVORZLQ0HPSKLVVWUHWFKWKHLUOHJVRXWZKHQ
WKH\ZDON7KH\KDGIX]]\EOXHHGJHV,WULHGRXWWKHGLSZDONDQGIHOWFRRO
%HDOH6WUHHWVHHPHGTXLHW,ZDONHGDORQJUXPP\SXUSRVHOHVV7ZRFRSFDUVZHUH
SDUNHGRQHDFKHQGFRUUDOOLQJ LW7KHRIÀFHUVGLUHFWHGWUDIÀFDQGVRFLDOL]HG<RXFDQ 
FDUU\ D GULQN RXWVLGH WKHUH OLNH RQ %RXUERQ 6WUHHW LQ 1HZ 2UOHDQV DQG , FUDYHG 
VRPHWKLQJ VR , FRXOG IHHO DSDUWRI  LW DOO ,ZDQWHG WR UHOD[ OLNH D0HPSKLDQKDYH D
PDUJDULWDPD\EH,GRQ·WXVHGUXJVEXW,WKRXJKWDMRLQWZRXOGEHMXVWDERXWULJKWDQG
ZRQGHUHGZKHUH,·GJHWRQHWRORRVHQP\EUDLQDQGVHWLWEDFNWRULJKWDUHVHWEXWWRQ
for my head.
,ZDQGHUHG LQWRDSODFHFDOOHG:HW:LOO\·V%HKLQGWKH ORQJEDUDQHQGOHVVYDULHW\
RI  VOXVK\ GULQNV VZLUOHG LQVLGH VKLSFDELQZLQGRZV LQ DOO VRUWV RI  FRORUV³UHG EOXH
ZDWHUPHORQ³OLNHELJWZLUOLQJJXPEDOOVZLWKRQHWDOO\RXQJEODFNJLUOVHUYLQJWKHPXS
+HUH\HVZHUHURXQGDQGSUHWW\ZLWKORQJODVKHV,RUGHUHGD:KLWH5XVVLDQ1LFHJLUO
6KHDVNHGZKHWKHU,ZDQWHGDVPDOORUODUJHFXSDQGVKRZHGPHZKHUHWKHVWUDZVZHUH
´,VWKHUHDJRRGÀVKMRLQWDURXQGKHUH"µ,VDLG-RLQWVLQFHZKHQGR,VD\MRLQW"´)LVK
SODFHµ6KHWROGPHWKHQDPHRI DSODFHEXW,FRXOGQ·WPDNHLWRXW
´,W·VMXVWWKHQH[WEORFNµVKHVDLG
,SDLGIRUP\QLQHGROODUGULQNWLSSHGKHUDQGUHDFKHGRXWP\KDQG´,·P%HQµ
+HUSDOPZDVVRIWDQG,KHOGLWXQWLOVKHWRRNLWEDFN´.H\LODµVKHVDLG
,JODQFHGDWKHUSHUN\VPDOOEUHDVWVWULHGWRSHHOEDFNWKHIDEULFRI KHUEORXVHZLWK
P\H\HVVKHGLGQ·WVD\DQ\WKLQJ,OLNHWKHFXWHRQHV,JHWKXQJXSRQDJLUO·VQRVHRU
QHFNSRQ\WDLORUDELUWKPDUNDQGFDQ·WJHWHQRXJK,VWDUHDQGVRPHWLPHVZRQGHUZK\
they put up with it.    
,VLSSHGP\VOXVKZKLOH,ZDONHGDURXQG,WVRRWKHGP\KHDUWEXUQIURPWKHOLFRULFH,
poked my head into nightclubs, stopped at BB King’s place and Jerry Lee Lewis’s bar. The 
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FOXEVKDYHOLYHPXVLFDQGWKH\ZHUHÀOOLQJXSPRVWRI WKHVHDWVDQGWDEOHVZHUHWDNHQ$
fat black woman sang with BB King’s band. 
,ZDQWHGDQLFHVHDIRRGPHDOEHIRUH,OHIWWRZQVR,ZDONHGDIHZEORFNVWRZDUGPLG
WRZQDQGEXPSHGLQWRDZHOOGUHVVHGODQN\EODFNPDQZKRDVNHGZKDW,QHHGHGDQGVDLG
KLVQDPHZDV'DUUHOO,WROGKLPP\QDPH+HFDPHXSZLWKDÀVKSODFHULJKWRIIVDLG
KH·GVKRZPHKHZDVKHDGHGWKDWZD\,·YHEHHQFRQQHGEHIRUHDQG,VHQVHGWKHFRQ
DUWLVWLQKLP\RXNQRZDOLWWOHWRRLQWHUHVWHGLQKHOSLQJPHRXWVR,SOD\HGDORQJDQG
IROORZHGXQWLO,FRXOGEUHDNDZD\+HVDLG´6HHZKDWZHGRKHUH%HQLV«µDQGDJX\
with his nose in a cellphone brushed into Darrell. 
The man said, “Can you tell me where The Hightower is?”
“We’re headed right by there,” Darrell said. “This is Ben.” 
%XW,KDGDOUHDG\VWRSSHG´,·PJRLQJWRKHDGRQEDFNµ,VDLG
´%HQµ'DUUHOOVDLG$QG,QRWLFHGKHKDGQLFHZKLWHWHHWK
´,·PKHDGHGEDFNµ
2Q%HDOHDFRSWROGPHZKHUHWRÀQGDJRRGÀVKKRXVH$QGLWZDV,RUGHUHGD 
margarita with my combination plate and they had to put it in two large glasses because 
WKH\ZHUHRXWRI ÀVKERZOV7ZHQW\EXFNVZDVWHGWKHUHWKRXJK,FRXOGQ·WJHWWKHIULHG
R\VWHUVDQGVKULPSSDVWP\KHDUWEXUQ,PDQDJHGWRVXFNWKHGULQNGRZQDQGOHIW
,ZHQWEDFNWR:HW:LOO\·VDQGWKHVH[\EODFNJLUODVNHGLI ,·GIRXQGWKHÀVKSODFH´,
ZHQWRII URXWHµ,WROGKHU´:KDWGR\RXUHFRPPHQG"µ
´,OLNHWKHVWUDZEHUU\µVKHVDLG´%XW,FDQPDNH\RXVRPHWKLQJ0XGVOLGHVDUHP\
specialty.”
´0D\EHD3LQD&RODGDWKLVWLPH,JXHVVµ,WLSSHGKHUDQRWKHUWZREXFNVDQGKLWWKH
VWUHHW$ODUJHIULHQGO\KRPHOHVVEODFNPDQVWDQGLQJLQWKHPLGGOHRI WKHURDGÁDSSHG
KLVDUPVDQGWROGPHKLVQDPHZDV$O,GXJLQWRP\ZDOOHWDQG$OORRNHGLQDWP\ÀIWLHV
´'RQ·WEHORRNLQJLQWKHUH$Oµ,VDLGDQGKDQGHGKLPDÀYH+HVDLGKHFRXOGXVHDOLWWOH
PRUH,WROGKLP,·GEHEDFN
2QWKHIDUHQGRI %HDOH,IRXQGDZKLWHIHPDOHEDUWHQGHUDWDFOXEZLWKDEDURSHQWR
WKHVLGHZDON´6HHPVVORZRXWKHUHµ,VDLG
90
The Oval  |  Staff  Issue
“Wait till the game gets out,” she said. She had a nice body. Not beautiful, but 
authentic, you know? 
,VDLG´<RXIURPKHUH"µ
“West Memphis.” 
´,·PIURP0RQWDQDµ,VDLG´,Á\RXWWRPRUURZµ
She tilted her head, considering things. “That’s a shame.” 
,I ,OLYHGKHUH,WKRXJKW,FRXOGWDNHKHUWROXQFK$QG,FRXOGOLYHLQDSODFHOLNHWKLV
She had dark hair, about mid-thirties. Laid back girl, didn’t seem anxious about anything 
at all. 
´,·PPRYLQJLQWRP\ER\IULHQG·VSODFHWRPRUURZµVKHVDLG´,KDYHWRSDFNDVVRRQ
DV,JHWRII WRQLJKWµ6KHFOLPEHGXSRQWRWKHEDUDQGVDWZLWKKHUOHJVGDQJOLQJWRZDUG
the street.
´0RYLQJ·VVRPXFKZRUN,GRQ·WHQY\\RXWKDWµ,ZLJJOHGKHUNQHHDQGWROGKHUVKH
KDGORRVHNQHHFDSV6KHVKUXJJHG´<RXORRN«QLFHµ,VDLG
´,·PWKLUW\ÀYHEXWSHRSOHWKLQN,¶P\RXQJHU,HDWULJKWDQGGRQ·WGULQN,VWD\DZD\
IURPPHDWMXVWKDYHÀVKVRPHWLPHVµ
´,HDWOLFRULFHµ,VDLGDQGSDWWHGP\VWRPDFK
´,GRVPRNHGRSHµVKHVDLG
´7KDW·VSUREDEO\QRWDEDGWKLQJµ,VDLGLPDJLQLQJWKHSRVVLELOLWLHV $́JUHDWVWUHVV
UHOHDVH,·GOLNHWRVRPHWLPHVEXWWKH\WHVWPHDWZRUNµ
“You can fake out those tests,” she said. “There are ways.”
 “The music sounds good.”
“Rockabilly, they’re the best in town.”
, WKLQNKHUQDPHZDV6KHLOD,YLVLWHGZLWKKHUEHWZHHQWULSV WR:HW:LOOLH·V EDFN
DQGIRUWK,ERXJKWDEOXHGULQNIURPKHUVKHVDLGZDVOLNHD/RQJ,VODQG,FHG7HDEXW 
stronger. During break the band and a couple of  barmaids came out. Sheila introduced 
PHWRWKHPDOO,FKHFNHGRXWWKHFROOHJHDJHEODFNEDUPDLG6KHSHUNHGXSZKHQVKH
noticed. Good people, they included me (Montana boy) in their group and we were sort 
RI DOOIULHQGVMXVWOLNHWKDW7KHOHDGVLQJHUKDGUHGGLVKZDY\KDLUDQGORRNHGOLNHDÀIWLHV
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rock & roller, a young Jerry Lee, with a down-home hokey way about him.  
,ZHQWLQWRXVHWKHEDWKURRPDIWHUWKHEDQGVWDUWHGEDFN7KH\ZHUHSOD\LQJ-RKQQ\
&DVKVRQJV7KHOHDGVLQJHUVDLG´,EHW%HQNQRZVWKLVRQHµDQGWKH\OLWLQWR&RFDLQH
%OXHV,FDQOLVWHQWRWKDWVWXII DOOQLJKWDQGEHIRUH,NQHZLWWKH\ZHUHDQQRXQFLQJODVW
FDOO6KHLODVDLG,FRXOGKDQJRXWZKLOHVKHFRXQWHGKHUWLSV:KHQWKH\VWDUWHGWXUQLQJ
RII WKHOLJKWV,DVNHGKHUZKDWVKHWKRXJKW,VKRXOGGR,ZDVRSHQIRUDQ\WKLQJ6KHVDLG
,EHWWHUJREHFDXVHKHUER\IULHQGZDVLQDPRWRUF\FOHJDQJ
,KDYHFKRSS\PHPRULHVRI WKHUHVWRI WKDWQLJKW,ZRNHXSWKHQH[WPRUQLQJLQP\
PRWHOURRPDQKRXUDQGDKDOI EHIRUHP\ÁLJKWDQG,GRQ·WUHPHPEHUKRZ,JRWWKHUH
,QWKHVKRZHU,IRXQGEORRGRQP\IRUHDUPWKDWZDVQ·WPLQH2YHUWKHFRXUVHRI ZHHNV
vague scenes came together and a sketchy story formed.
,ÁDJJHGGRZQ WZR\RXQJEODFN IHPDOHV RQHZLWK VLOYHU FURVVHV IRU HDUULQJV WKH 
RWKHUZLWKDEOXHQHFNEURDFKVPRNLQJ´&DQ,WU\WKDW",KDYHQ·WVPRNHGLQ\HDUVµ
“You can keep it.” The one with the crosses handed it to me and they kept walking. 
,WKDGDORRVHSODVWLFÀOWHU,KRSHGLWZDVSRWEXW,·PQRWVXUH,KHOGLWLQDQGFRXJKHG
OLNHLWZDV,ZDONHGOLJKWHUDIWHUWKDWVWRRGWDOOHU)RONVÀOOHGWKHVWUHHW,VPLOHGDWWKH
JORZLQJOLJKWVDQGEXPSHGLQWRSHRSOHPLOOLQJDURXQGOLNHFDWWOH,VDLGH[FXVHPHDQG
QRERG\FDUHG,WUHPLQGHGPHRI 5HQRDQG,IHOWOLNHDFRZER\WKRXJKWDERXWEX\LQJ
some snakeskin boots at a pawnshop somewhere. 
$OIRXQGPHDJDLQ´1RZ%HQ\RXVDLG\RXZHUHFRPLQJEDFN«µ
$́Oµ , VDLG ´0DLQWDLQµ 2Q D VLGH VWUHHW E\ ZKHUH WKH FRS FDUV ZHUH SDUNHG D
OLQHRI FDEVZDLWHG ,FOLPEHG LQWR WKH IURQW VHDWRI  WKHÀUVWFDEDQG WROG WKHGULYHU 
“Gentleman’s club.”
“The nearest one’s twenty minutes away,” the driver said. “That starts at thirty dol-
lars.”
´2ND\µ,VDLGDQGJRWEDFNRXW7KDW·VZKHQ,VDZKHUWKHZRPDQZLWKWKHWXUTXRLV
dress and silver purse from the motel room window. She walked deliberately down the 
VLGHZDONWDONLQJRQKHUFHOOSKRQHKHHOVHFKRLQJRII WKHFRQFUHWH,IHOWP\SXOVHWKXPS
,VDLG´<RXQHHGDGDWH"µ6KHORRNHGDWPHVHULRXVO\EXWNHSWZDONLQJ´,PHDQ,FRXOG
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XVHDGDWH,KDYHDQLFHURRPVL[EORFNVDZD\,·OOJHWXVFDELI \RXZDQWµ6KHOLVWHQHG
EXWNHSWWDONLQJRQWKHSKRQH,IROORZHGKHULQVLGHVRPHSODFH´:RXOGWZRKXQGUHGGR
LW",FRXOGJRWKUHHLI \RX·OOWDNHDFDUGµ
0\ VWXWWHU HFKRHG DFURVV WKH VLOHQW URRP:H KDG HQWHUHG D FDIp DWWDFKHG WR WKH
bar where Sheila worked and Rockabilly had played. My friends were all at a large table 
KDYLQJEUHDNIDVWDQGWKH\DOOVWRSSHGHDWLQJZKHQZHFDPHLQ,FRXOGQ·WVD\DQ\WKLQJ
7KHZKRUHZHQWRYHUE\WKHFRXQWHUIRUVDIHW\,ORZHUHGP\KHDGDQGOHIW,WKRXJKW
DERXW6KHLODDERXWWKHJRRGLPSUHVVLRQ,·GPDGHHDUOLHU%XW,·GEHHQIRXQGRXW,·GOHW
my friends down.     
,VWDJJHUHGWRDQDIWHUKRXUVGDQFHFOXEGURSSLQJÀIWLHVRQWKHÁRRUZKHQ,SDLG
the cover. The bouncers helped me pick up the money and asked my name. A packed 
ÁRRUGDQFHGOLNHWKH\ZHUHRQHELJFRXSOH³VH[\ZRPHQDUPVRYHUKHDGZLWKVZLUOLQJ
VLON\EXWWV7KHUHZHUHEHQFKVHDWVDORQJDZDOOLQWKHEDUDQG,VDWGRZQQH[WWRVRPH
ODGLHVZKRWXUQHGRXWWREHP\IULHQGVIURPWKHVWUHHWZLWKWKHFLJDUHWWH,VDLG´+L,
remember your earrings.” 
7KHJLUOZLWKWKHFURVVHDUULQJVZHQWXSWRWKHEDU,SRLQWHGDWWKHRWKHUJLUO·VEURDFK
´,OLNH\RXUEURDFKµ,VDLG6KHVPLOHGVK\O\WRXFKHGLWDQGORRNHGIRUKHUIULHQG
0LVVHDUULQJVFDPHEDFNZLWKDJX\DEDUWHQGHU,JXHVVDQGKHVDWGRZQRQWKHEHQFK
between me and the girl’s. He said to me, “What’s up.”
, VKRRN KLV KDQG DQG LQWURGXFHG P\VHOI +H ZDQWHG WR NQRZ ZK\ , ZDVQ·W RXW 
GDQFLQJ $́UHWKHVHODGLHVZLWK\RX"µ,DVNHG+HQRGGHG,VSRNHXSVR,FRXOGEHKHDUG
RYHUWKHPXVLF´,UHPHPEHUHGKHUHDUULQJVµ
“You should go out and dance,” he said.
´,GRQ·WGDQFHµ
“What are you doing here then?”
´(QMR\LQJWKHPXVLFµ,VDLG,VKRRNKLVKDQGDJDLQ
7KHEDUWHQGHUVSRNHZLWKWKHZRPHQIRUDPLQXWHWKHQZHQWEDFNWRWKHEDU,VPLOHG
RYHUDW WKHJLUOVEXWWKH\GLGQ·W ORRNDWPH5XGH, WKRXJKW,VOLGRII  WKHEHQFKDQG 
headed for the door. “See you Ben,” the bouncers said.         
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,VWDJJHUHGDURXQGWRZQ,QDQDOOH\,VSRWWHGDVWDLUFDVHZLWKD\HOORZOLJKWDWWKH
WRSDQGDSXUSOHQHRQ´2SHQ+RXUVµVLJQ,UHPHPEHUSXOOLQJP\VHOI XSWKHVWDLUV
using the handrail. The waiting room smelled like strawberry lip gloss. The Asian woman 
who came out was older but she had smooth young thighs. She said, “You’re too drunk, 
,·PVRUU\µ
´,QHHGDPDVVDJHµ,VDLG´,·PVRUHµ
“Come back tomorrow,” she said, and pushed me out the door. 
$EORFNDZD\,KHDUG\HOOLQJVR,ZHQW WRFKHFN LWRXW$PDQZDVXS LQDFU\LQJ
woman’s face. “Cunt,” he said, “You’re holding out on me.” He slapped her on the head 
a couple times. “Give it up.” 
,UHFRJQL]HGWKHWXUTXRLVGUHVVZLWKZKLWHVWULSHVWKHEHDXWLIXOEODFNSURVWLWXWHZDV
FU\LQJ6KHVFUHDPHG´)XFN\RX,JDYH\RXHYHU\WKLQJµ
´:URQJDQVZHUELWFKµWKHPDQVDLG7KHQKHWXUQHGDQGVDZPHDQG,UHDOL]HGLWZDV
Darrell. “Ben,” he said. “Ben Ben.” His teeth were gleaming white. “You best move along 
now Ben. This isn’t your deal.”
,ORRNHGLQWKHSURVWLWXWH·VZHWH\HVDQGKHUH\HVWROGPH,ZDVDFKXPSZKRFRXOGQ·W
GRDQ\WKLQJIRUKHU,VWDUWHGWRZDONDZD\EXWORRNHGEDFNLQWLPHWRVHH'DUUHOOSXQFK
KHUWRWKHJURXQG,KHDUGKHUVTXHDO
+DYH\RXHYHUVQLIIHGJDV"7KDW·VWKHEHVWZD\,FDQGHVFULEHWKHUHVWRI LW0\KHDG
EHJDQWRSRXQGDQGDVEORRGSXPSHGWKURXJKPHP\PRWLRQVEHFDPHURERWLF/D«
OD«ODZDVWKHIHHOLQJRI P\PRYHPHQWVDQGWKHQRLVHLQVLGHP\KHDG7KHVFHQHORRNHG
OLNHVRPHRQHKDGÁLSSHGWKHVZLWFKRQDVWUREHOLJKW,WWRRNDQHWHUQLW\IRUPHWRJHW
WR'DUUHOOZLWKWKHWZRE\WZR,IRXQGOLNHMRJJLQJLQSODFH:KHQ,VZXQJWKHVODWKH
turned around in time to catch it across those perfect white teeth. 
The woman, dress torn, kneeled beside Darrell who kicked his feet on the pavement 
DQGPRDQHG6KH\HOOHGDWPH´<RXFUD]\IXFNHUKH·OONLOOPHµ6R,VPDFNHGKLPZLWK
the board again and he quit squirming as much.
+HUODUJHEURZQEUHDVWZDVH[SRVHGQLSSOHHUHFW,VHHLWFOHDUO\,GUHDPDERXWLW
VRPHWLPHVZKHQ,·PLQEHGDQGLPDJLQHKHUKHDGRQP\VKRXOGHU6KHVDWGRZQRQWKH
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FXUE,ZHQWRYHUDQGVDWQH[WWRKHU´,WKLQNKH·OOEHRND\µ,VDLG´,WZDVQ·WWKDWELJRI 
DVWLFNµ6KHVQRUWHGDQG,SXWP\DUPDURXQGKHUVKRXOGHUV6KHOHWPHKXJKHU
,ZLSHGWKHSURVWLWXWH·VWHDUVZLWKWKHHGJHRI P\SDOPDQGKHOGKHUKHDGWRP\FKHVW
6KHUHOD[HGDOLWWOHDQGOHWJRRI KHUEUHDWK,IHOWKHUQDNHGVNLQWKURXJKDULSLQWKHEDFN
RI KHUGUHVVDQGFDUHVVHGKHUQHFN+HUQLSSOHSXVKHGDJDLQVWP\VKLUWDQG,WZLWFKHG
IURP JRRVH EXPSV ,ZDV KROGLQJ D UHDOZRPDQ%XW , FRXOGQ·W FRQWUROP\ URDPLQJ
KDQGV,IRQGOHGKHUGUHVVZLWKP\ÀQJHUVDQGVWURNHGKHUKDLU0\KDQGVGULIWHGWRKHU
ODSDQGIRXQGKHUGDUNPRXQGWKURXJKWKHIDEULFRI KHUGUHVVDQG,EHJDQUXEELQJKHU
lightly there while my other hand touched her warm belly.   
6KHKHOGPHEDFNDQGORRNHGDWPHFRQIXVHG,UHPHPEHUWKHORRNLQKHUH\HVZKHQ
VKHSXVKHGPHDZD\.QRZLQJPHIRUZKDW,ZDVEHWWHUWKDQ,NQHZP\VHOI
´,·PVRUU\µ,VDLG´,·PGUXQN,·OOWDNH\RXWRJHWWKRVHEUXLVHVORRNHGDWµ
´<RXJHWWKHKHOODZD\IURPPHµVKHVDLG´,·OOVFUHDPLI \RXGRQ·Wµ
, FRXOGQ·WKROGP\KHDGXSRQ WKHÁLJKWEDFN WR0RQWDQD$ZRPDQQH[W WRPH 
RIIHUHGIRXU,EXSURIHQ*HO&DSVZKLFK,WRRNZLWKRXWZDWHU,ZRUULHGWKDWPD\EH,KDG
WRXFKHGWKDW\RXQJJLUO·VEUHDVWZKHQ,SRLQWHGWRKHUEURDFKDWWKHEDUWKHQLJKWEHIRUH
and wondered about the blood on my arm.
7KHPDQRQP\RWKHUVLGHVDLG´,NQRZZKDWLW·VOLNH,GUDQNDOOQLJKWWRR%XW,KDG
RQHLQWKHEDUEHIRUH,JRWRQWKHSODQHVR,·PRND\QRZµ
,KDWHELJFLWLHVDQG,ZLOOQHYHUJREDFNWR0HPSKLV
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Grace Yon
NIGHT ON THE CLEARING
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Kalysta Fern
UNTITLED
6RPHJLUOVKDYH7ZLWWHURWKHUVJHWER\IULHQGVÀIWLHVJODVVHVDV\PPHWULFDOKDLUGRV
Maile Malone has found suicide. 
&RPLQJ WRVFKRRO LQ WHOODOO WDQN WRSVZULVWVHODERUDWHO\EXWWHUÁ\EDQGDJHG0DLOH
0DORQHDVNV
:KR·VWRMXGJH"
'(),1,7,2112³5(*,)7,1*
n. The acknowledgement of  something never wanted nor asked for; a polite, thought-
RXWUHMHFWLRQ6(($/62%DG&KULVWPDVSUHVHQWVWKH%DFNVHDWRI D&KHY\&RXSH
She found her passion, originally, in literature. A prodigy, by the age of  
WKLUWHHQVKHKDGDOUHDG\PDGHKHUÀUVWÀYHDWWHPSWVHDFKLQWKHVW\OHRI WKHLPPRUWDO
/LVERQJLUOV$ MXPSIURPWKH URRI DW DFRXVLQ·VELUWKGD\SDUW\KDGHDUQHGKHUPRUH 
´6XSHUPDQµMRNHVIURPYDULRXVUHODWLYHVWKDQDQ\JHQXLQHFRQFHUQDQGVWLFNLQJKHUKHDG
in the oven had the rather unpleasant side effect of  reminding her of  Florida heat, and, 
FRQVHTXHQWO\)ORULGD2'LQJRQVOHHSLQJSLOOVMXVWPDGHKHUVOHHSEHIRUHEULGJLQJVRIWO\LQWR 
hallucination; the venture would be remembered more for its portends of  eventual 
QDUFRWLFVDEXVHWKDQDQ\WKLQJHOVH<HWÀWWLQJKHUKHDG LQWRWKHPDNHVKLIWQRRVHRI D
QHLJKERU·VMXPSURSHDV\HWDQRWKHUJRUJHRXV6DWXUGD\GULIWHGE\0DLOHIHOWWKHFORVHVW
she ever would to something utterly sublime. But the nylon slipped, leaving only an angry 
VFDUOHWEUXLVHWKDWZRXOGPDUNKHUIRUZHHNVDQGZHHNVXQWLOÀQDOO\IDGLQJDZD\
Finally, with a thrill strikingly similar to the discovery of  a vocation, or even destiny, 
Maile Malone found cutting. There was something truly incomparable to tracing the 
JDEDUGLQHODWWLFHZRUNRI YHLQVGRZQWKHGRZQ\HGJHRI KHUDUPDFURVVLI LWZDVMXVWIRU
kicks, vertical if  you were actually serious), in the din of  smoky room. Barbies still lurking 
in the crevice between toy box and sex-toy box, wallpaper ballerinas bravely defying the 
WZLQLQÁXHQFHRI VXQDQGEDQGSRVWHUDOLNHWRSRVHLQDQHO\RQWKHZDOOVDQRWKHUGD\+HU
IDFHLQSKRWRJUDSKVLVVWLOOVRXQOLQHGVR\RXQJ$Q,ULVK-HZZLWKWZLQSURFOLYLWLHVIRU
DXJXU\DQGDFFRXQWLQJ³WKHUHLVSRVVLELOLW\KHUH
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Dying quickly seeming not to have panned out, in the fall of  her fourteenth she 
took up smoking. The days were getting shorter, the nights becoming longer. The world 
paused. Winter was coming. Up above, the leaves not already reduced to mulch on the 
fairway sang their own vivid requiem from the tops of  trees. Breath froze in air, hanging 
like a gauze veil over a million little faces. 
,QWKHQLJKWVUHDGLQJDERRNRUWHHWHULQJRQWKHHGJHRI VRPHDQRQ\PRXVEULGJHD
loneliness would wash over her, so much greater than death itself. At these times, the little 
cigarettes, with their friendly wee embers and evil little scents, seemed the loveliest things 
RQHDUWK6KH·GFRPHKRPHVPHOOLQJ OLNHÀIWHHQJHQHUDWLRQVRI VFXP6KHIHOW WLHGWR
something greater, an eternity of  debauchery from Paris Hilton to the Marquis de Sade.
 
6KHZDVÀIWHHQZKHQLWÀQDOO\KDSSHQHG6KHKDGQ·WVOHSWLQVL[QLJKWVDQGKDGQ·WHDW-
en in two; the earth grew fuzzy and danced in small waves before her, a million little fever 
dreams taking shape and dissolving in the remote corners where her eyes met her brain. 
And she thinks she’s ready. 
There’s no such thing as a spontaneous suicide. She calls out in a high falsetto that 
VKH·OOEHDELWVKHMXVWQHHGVWRVKDYHKHUOHJV$QGWKHQVKH·OOEHRIIVKHDGGVXQQHFHV-
VDULO\ZLWKDQLURQ\WKDWZLOOKDXQWDQGHPEDUUDVVKHUIRUGHFDGHVWRFRPH,VWKHUHHYHQ
DQ\RQHLQWKHNLWFKHQWRKHDUKHURULVVKHMXVWFDOOLQJRXWWRHPSW\XSKROVWHU\"
6KHGRHVQ·WFU\,QVWHDGZDONLQJXSWKHQDUURZZRRGHQVWDLUVVKHQRWHVDPLOOLRQ
notches and crannies never apparent before. She wonders what else she’s missed, if  any 
RI WKHVHLQVLJQLÀFDQWGHWDLOVWDNHQWRJHWKHUPLJKW·YHEHHQHQRXJKWRVDYHKHU6KHKHDUG
once that only people wanting help, rather than death, take the time to write suicide notes; 
so she skips that part. For decorum, if  nothing else.
So all that’s left is to pry the razor from the frame, and it’s so innocuous except for 
WKHZD\LW·VDOUHDG\FXWLQWRWKHVXPPHUFDOOXVHVRQWKHKRUL]RQRI KHUÀQJHUWLSV6KH
knows, already, how easy it is, this her trump card, to tear into that narrow white region. 
6KHNQRZVWKHEXUQRI LQFLGHQWDOO\KLWWLQJDWHQGRQ$WÀUVWWKHVNLQPHUHO\SDUWVOLNH
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cuts of  meat at a butcher shop. Then red forms in little dots, begins to bloom. The room 
MXPSV DEUXSWO\ LQWR IRFXV 7KHUH LV VRPXFK EORRG 6KH·V GXPIRXQGHG E\ WKH VKHHU 
volume of  it which is cascading down her arms and into the bathtub. She is overtaken by 
LW,WVHHSVLQWRWKHFUHYLFHVRI KHUZULVWVDQGKHUHOERZVZKHUHZULQNOHVZRXOGKDYHRQH
GD\VSLGHUZHEEHGDQGFUHSHGWKHVNLQ+HUOLSVSDUWDQGDÁHFNRI VSLWWOHPRPHQWDULO\
SDUWVWKHUHGVHD7KHQLWGLVVROYHVDQGWKHYLVLRQ·VJRQHDJDLQ,W·VDOOKDSSHQLQJVRIDVW
She pushes herself  up and over the rim into the bathtub, which is porcelain and porous, 
which she wants so badly not to stain, so she wraps her arms around her little body and 
crams her sallow wrists into the denseness of  her little daisy-cream camisole, realizes that 
she’s shaking, then closes her eyes and waits for whatever comes next.
$QGWKHQVKHZRNHXS,W·VQRWVXFKDEDGHQGLQJIRUDVWRU\ZKHQ\RXWKLQNDERXW
it. There’s a hospital room and some daisies, obnoxious magenta balloons sent by rel-
atives she’s never met. She felt worst of  all, really, for her parents, who must be really 
embarrassed. She wanted to cry sometimes when she thinks about this.
But they kept mercifully quiet, and after a few weeks of  mandatory therapy she got 
WRJRKRPH1RRQHNQHZWKH\DOOSURPLVHGKHU,I VKHZDQWHGWKLVZDVKHUVWROHDYH 
EHKLQG IRUHYHU 7KH WLPH KDG FRPH WR JURZ XS DQG WKLV ZRUOG ZDV QR RQH·V ÀUVW 
vocation. No one knew.
And who knew, maybe she’d do something. There were days when life opened up, 
seemed to bloom, moments so redolent with love and hope that she couldn’t help but 
pause. Couldn’t help but glance up from the Ace bandages on her wrist. Couldn’t help 
but wonder. 
The funny thing is, if  she could make a single wish, it would be to crawl into the tiny 
eternity that lays between moments. She would burrow into the small, quiet place be-
tween the “tick” and the “tock” of  clock, and that is where she would stay.
1RW WRSUHVV WKHSRLQWEXW IRU WKHVDNHRI H[DPSOH OLNH WKHPRPHQWZKHQVKH·V
getting a text from a boy she’s in love with is obsessed with and yet is such an utter bitch 
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to when she’s around him, and she texted him even though she promised herself  that 
she wouldn’t until she felt more whole, more together, more capable of  dealing with this 
mountain of  shit that is her life and then there’s that sound of  the text message, of  one 
little lifeless hunk of  metal sending another little lifeless hunk of  metal telepathic messag-
es from across an ether an unseen plane where communication hurries across clouds and 
souls go after death maybe, and anyhow the thing buzzes with the ugliest little metallic 
FOLFN'55555222,,,,'OLNHVRPHWKLQJWXQQHOLQJXSIURPWKHERZHOVRI WKHHDUWK
from some lesser circle of  hell and she can’t open it and she won’t open it and anyhow 
the whole thing’s about this blue school binder that in her words “kind of  contained her 
DFDGHPLFIXWXUHµWKDWVKHFRXOGQ·WÀQGDQGWH[WHGKLPDVDODVWUHVRUWEHVLGHVEXWWKDW
VKH GLG ÀQG OLNH WHQPLQXWHV ODWHU DQGQRZVKHIHHOVGXPERKJRGDQGVKHZLVKHVVKHFRXOG-
MXVWLJQRUHLWEXWKHUHLWLVDQGQRZWKDWKH·VZULWWHQKHUEDFNLWPHDQVVKHFDQ·WXQGRLWDQGRKJRG-
allshewantsishimallshewantsishim, and it’s moments like this that make her realize that 
PD\EHLW·VQRWWKLVWDZGU\H[LVWHQFHEXWLWVFHVVDWLRQWKDWLVVRLQWROHUDEOHDIWHUDOO³
And life, or its double, carries on.
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Court Cathers
A LOVELY BEAUTY
She was once a lovely beauty, 
Glowing in the night sky like a beacon for lost lovers.
She colored the darkness-covered landscapes with pastel life and 
Lit the abyss like darkness with her ever-expanding radiance, 
Willingly changing her form as each night passed.
Revealing all of  herself  only twelve times per year,
Not wanting to oversell the beautiful white light she 
6SLOOHGRQWRRXUZRUOGÀOOLQJXVZLWKZDUPWKDQGORYHDQG
Thus holding the adoration and worship of  many cultures. 
She believed she would last forever.
At the beginning, hasn’t been born yet, but Sun told her of  its birth.
Watching and learning as beings sprouted from mere cells,
She was amazed as they gained intelligence.
Watching them have babies, cute little things, and 
Adopting babies of  other species, 
She began to love the creatures growing in front of  her. 
She watched them create and destroy many wonders. 
Crying as they enslaved themselves instead
Focusing on the birth of  new life. 
Crying as religions were at war instead 
Focusing on the harmony religion brought to many cultures. 
Crying as children and women were molested and raped instead 
Focusing on the strength women gained as time drug on. 
Crying as they burned monuments to the ground instead 
Focusing on the building of  memorials for fallen soldiers. 
Crying as men became power hungry, destroying all in their path instead
Focusing on those who helped the poor and defenseless. 
Crying as they took over lands and resources with war instead 
Focusing on the beauty of  nature and farming. 
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Crying when they killed themselves. 
Tortured by the destruction they wrought upon themselves,
She pleaded with Sun to help, but Sun was powerless as well.
Together they cried for ages upon ages. 
She could not bear to watch yet she could not pull away,
Forced to sit and stare for what seemed like forever.
Rotating this planet in an eternal dance, 
6KHZDVRQFHDORYHO\EHDXW\DQG,PLVVKHU
,UHPHPEHUZDWFKLQJKHUOLJKWGLPHDFKQLJKWDQG
Feeling her despair in my heart.
,UHPHPEHUWKHKRUURU,IHOWRQWKHQLJKWVKHOHIWDV,
:DWFKHGKHUWHDUKHUVHOI DSDUWMXVWWRHVFDSH
The world exploding in fear and anguish and death,
,UHPHPEHUIHHOLQJKHUGLHOLNHSDUWRI P\VHOI ZDVYDQLVKLQJ
You will only remember the idea of  her beauty,
Never seeing her light up the abyss-like sky, 
Only knowing the darkness-covered landscapes.
You will never truly love, adore or worship her,
Nor see her nightly change of  form, 
Nor will you see her monthly full glory. 
She was once a lovely beauty, this is true.
Now existing only in the minds of  those who knew her, 
When we are gone, she will be truly lost, and then, 
You, humanity, will suffer forevermore.
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Erika Tibbetts
PORTRAIT OF A TIME
3LFWXUHGIURPOHIWWRULJKW-RKQP\EURWKHU-HVVH'LDQH0LNH7-&\QGL$OOHQ
Kevin, Robin, Scott, Lynn, Caitlyn, Dad, Mom, Me, my sister, Scott, Christina, Evan, 
Poppa, Grandma, Melissa, Tristan, Sean, Liam, Sandy, Joshua. Child molester not 
pictured. Two aunts, seven uncles, twelve cousins, one boyfriend to one cousin, two 
grandparents, two siblings, two parents. And me. Twenty-nine people in the backyard 
ZKHQWZHQW\HLJKWRI WKHPPDWWHUHGP\DJHJLYLQJWKHEHQHÀWRI WKHGRXEW
'DGVWDQGVQH[WWR/\QQVPLOLQJEHIRUH*UDQGPD·VURRPVLQ,&8·VEHIRUH3RSSD
KDVPRUHFDQFHUWKDQOLYHU/\QQVD\VLW·VMXVWJDVDQGKLGHVKLVPHGLFDWLRQIURPKLP
*UDQGPDWLOWVKHUFKLQRXW6KHKDVDULQJRQHYHU\ÀQJHUDQGDOORI KHUSHUPHGKDLU
Her proud smile pulls up higher on the opposite side of  mine behind her. 
Two Altoids
,GRQ·WJHWDVQDXVHRXVDV,XVHGWRGULYLQJZLWKWKHKROLGD\KHUGWRWKH(DVW%D\,
XVHGWRSRSVL[$OWRLGVDQGSUD\GDGZRXOGQ·WKDYHWRSXOORYHU1RZ,FDQPDNHLWRQ
WZRDVORQJDV,UHPHPEHUWKHVWHSV(YHU\RQHZLOOVD\KLDQGKXJ\RX8QFOH0LNHZLOO
ask if  you’re taller than your sister now. Christina and Melissa will tell your sister how 
gorgeous she is. All of  your uncles will ask Bub about college. Poppa will tell you you 
look like you’ve lost weight and that you look more beautiful every time he sees you, and 
then ask you if  you have a boyfriend yet. Grandma will call you her girl and hug you and 
DOZD\VVPHOO OLNH*UDQGPD<RXDUHXVHG WR'LDQH·V MXGJPHQWDOZDWFKIXOQHVV5RELQ·V
rigid silence; Lynn. After this you will bide your time until Dad breaks out the pudding 
and it’s almost time to leave. 
Ammonia
0\DJHSDVVHVIURPQLQHWHHQWRWZHQW\LQVHYHQPRQWKVRI ÁHHWLQJVPDOOOXPSVWKDW
smell like ammonia and taste like stress. Acid and rocks against my gums. 
,&8·V
 Kaiser Cafeteria food
 Family emails
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Lynn using her medical skills to cure Grandma 
,VQ·WVKHDERRNNHHSHU")RUDGRFWRU·VRIÀFH0RPVD\V0RPWULHVWREUHDNXSWKH
bad news with Uncle Mark’s surprising nuptials but Grandma is gone that night and 
/\QQZDQWVWRKDYHWKHVHUYLFHRQ'DG·VELUWKGD\,GRQ·WNQRZZKDWLVLQWKHHXORJ\WKH 
PLQLVWHUUHDGVWKHGD\DIWHU,·PQRWOLVWHQLQJEXWVWDULQJDWWKHÁRZHUDUUDQJHPHQWEHVLGH
WKHSLQNFDVNHWÀOOHGZLWKSLFWXUHVRI JUDQGNLGVDQGJUHDWJUDQGNLGVQRWÀQGLQJP\VHOI 
or my brother or sister. We’re not among the tacky poster boards beside the chapel doors 
HLWKHU2ULQWKHSKRWRPRQWDJHÀOOHGZLWKSLFWXUHVRI /\QQ&KULVWLQD&DLWO\Q&\QGL
ZURWHWKHHXORJ\:ULWLQJZDVDOZD\VKHUWKLQJ,NQRZLWGRHVQ·WVD\WKDW*UDQGPDDVNHG
3RSSDRXWRQWKHLUÀUVWGDWHZKHQKHZDVWU\LQJWRVHWKHUXSZLWKKLVEHVWIULHQG'DOH,W
doesn’t say at eight months pregnant with Robin she climbed through a kitchen window 
in Holland because she locked herself  out. Or that she gave birth to Rick on the hospital 
ZHOFRPHPDW,WGRHVQ·WVD\WKDWZKHQVKHZRUNHGDWWKHWKHDWHU3RSSDVDZ%DPELPRUH
times than a sane person could because he loved her. But every period and comma was 
ULJKWZKHUHLWQHHGHGWREH(YHU\RQHVDLG3RSSDZRXOGEHWKHÀUVWWRJR
Modesto
,Q ,QGLDQ VXPPHU ZKHQ WKH JUDVV WXUQV WR WLQGHU DQG WKH KLOOV FUDFN ZLWK 
dehydration, and all of  the kids are shut up in classrooms again, we drive. Three hours 
WKURXJK6DFUDPHQWR6WRFNWRQ³6DWDQ·V$UPSLWV0RPVD\V³RQRXUZD\EDFNLQWLPH
where perms are tight, bangs are high, and you get your water from diet 7up. Where 
Bologna is not only acceptable but expected. Where every morning you eat cherry 
turnovers for breakfast and watch movies from rise to barely awake. Where inside is its 
own season and outside is 99 degrees.
Pallbearer
The sun is stronger in the East Bay, as if  the universe is trying to instill warmth into 
JODFLDO7LEEHWWVERGLHV1RWOLNHO\7KHEULFNSDWLRLVIXOORI KROLGD\IDPLO\WKHRQHV,VHH
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HYHU\ELUWKGD\DQG0HPRULDO'D\FDPSLQJWULSZKHQ,·P\RXQJDQGOHVVDQGOHVVDVP\
DJHJRHVXSDQGP\RSLQLRQRI WKHPJRHVGRZQ,QDQKRXU,ZRQ·WKDYHWRKHDUWKHLU
YRLFHV,QDQKRXU,ZRQ·WKDYHWRVHHWKHIDFHVRI WKHVHSHRSOHWKDWPHDQRQO\DQJHUDQG
WXUPRLO,QDQKRXUWKHPHQLQWKH$LUIRUFHXQLIRUPVZLOOIROGWKHÁDJRQ3RSSD·VFDVNHW
DQG,FDQVWRSSRSSLQJ$OWRLGV0\EURWKHULQODZZDLWVIRUWKHVHUYLFHWREHJLQZLWKP\
brother, Jesse, Sean, Allen, pallbearers. Someone says Cyndi’s ex-boyfriend TJ is going to 
EHDSDOOEHDUHULQVWHDG7KH\EURNHXSLQ¶,ORRNWRP\VLVWHUDQGKHDUKHUJULQGLQJ
teeth. One more hour.
Cook & Serve
*UDQGPDWDXJKW0RPP\KRZWRPDNH%DQDQD3XGGLQJ(YHU\&KULVWPDV(YH(YH,
ZDWFKDVVKHVWLUVÀJXUHHLJKWVLQWRWKH\HOORZOLTXLGXQWLOLWWXUQVLQWRDSRWRI JROG,QD
\HDU,·OOEHROGHQRXJKWRVWLU,·OOFXWWKHEDQDQDVDQGOD\HUWKHPZLWK1LOODZDIHUVLQWKH
SLQNERZO0RPP\·VGRJ/XF\EURXJKWKRPH8QWLOWKHQ,ZDWFKWKHULSSOHV
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Grace Yon
UNTITLED
,
Go to sleep, little girl
Lay your head to
Rest your weary mind
Feel your body 
Shed skin and
Float
Catch stars in soft 
Palms always hide them 
Well who knows what lurks in the
Quiet space beneath your eyelids
Go to sleep and when you 
Dream, dream of
Me.
,,
Tightropes anchor her
Skull to the pillow
&RDUVHÀEHUVNQLWERQH
Her forehead a
Stripes of  red and yellow
Circus tent 
Fastened by auburn 
Hair.
,,,
Contortionists slip from slack lips
%ULWWOHEODFNÀQJHUVKXVKLQJWUXPSHWV
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The orchestra wheezes one sour note and the drums
Boom against the tapered lines of  her ribs and
Shadows slip in and shake their coats manifest
Bristled backs brushing vinyl and
The brass bells clank and the brass band rings
And the brass band rings and
Softly.  Hush.
,9
Her feet dangle over rushing
Water swaying gently
Feet of  an acrobat twisted in
Ribbons of  silence until
Ribbons of  dawn dust
Her face with warmth.
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Of  all of  the things that can be crafted in the kitchen, soups are the most mysterious 
WRPH$QGZLWKDOOJUHDWP\VWHULHVLWVHQLJPDGUDZVPHLQ:KHQ,JRWRUHVWDXUDQWV
,DPDSWWRWDNHWKHVRXSRYHUWKHVDODG:KHQWKHVHUYHUEULQJVWKHVPDOOERZODOZD\V
WRR VPDOO WRXQGHUVWDQG WKH VXEWOHQXDQFHV WKHFKHI FRD[HGRXWRI  WKH LQJUHGLHQWV ,
start with the smell. A few years ago, at Sean Kelly’s Pub in Downtown Missoula, my 
QRVHZDVSRLVHGRYHUDFUHDP\VXQGULHGWRPDWRVRXS,FRXOGWDVWHWKHEDVLODVWKHDURPD
passed over my tongue. Sweet, acidic, smell of  tomato followed close behind and my 
PRXWKZDWHUHG,VFRRSHGXSDVSRRQIXODQGLWGDQFHGDORQJP\WRQJXH,WZDVVLPSOH
HQRXJK³FUHDPWRPDWRRQLRQVEDVLOEXWVRPHZKHUHLQWKHLQJUHGLHQWV,WDVWHGKRPH
DQGFRPIRUW,ZDVJRLQJWRÀJXUHRXWKRZWKHFKHI ZRUNVKLVPDJLFDQG,GHFLGHGWKHQ
P\ÀUVWDWWHPSWDWFRRNLQJDVRXSIURPVFUDWFKZRXOGEHVRPHWKLQJOLNHWKLV
*URZLQJXS,KDGPL[HGPHVVDJHVDERXWFRRNLQJ0\VWHSGDGFRRNHGIURPWLPH
to time, and when he did it was delicious. My favorite memories with my stepdad were 
making his seasoned meatballs and sneaking a few before they were cooked, in the days 
before the fear of  Mad Cow. Mom, on the other hand, was an oven cook. Baked goods 
to Turkey dinners were always her specialty. Other than the occasional, “Here, do this,” 
DVVLJQPHQWVWRNHHSPHIURPSOD\LQJXQGHUIRRWWKH\QHYHUUHDOO\WDXJKWPHWRFRRN,
WULHGWRGHPRQVWUDWHDQLQWHUHVWDQGVWDUWHGDVNLQJ6DQWDIRUDQ(DV\%DNH2YHQ,WQHYHU
came. My mom told me Santa didn’t bring “girl toys to boys.” Soon after, my dad moved 
to Billings for a couple of  years to go to Rocky Mountain College and took my older 
brother with him. After they left, food in our house basically consisted of  things readily 
UHKHDWHGLQWKHRYHQRUPLFURZDYHOLNHEDJVRI (O0RQWHUH\EXUULWRV9DQGH.DPSVÀVK
VWLFNVRU6WRXIIHUODVDJQDV,ZDVRIWHQRQP\RZQIRUÀJXULQJRXWGLQQHUEHFDXVHRI P\
PRP·VVFKHGXOH'HVSHUDWLRQRIWHQVHWLQDQG,ZRXOGHQGXSZLWKZRQGHUIXOFXOLQDU\
masterpieces like split hot dog on toast with ranch or a dish of  two-way Cincinnati chili 
XVLQJGROODUVWRUHVSDJKHWWLDQGDFDQRI FKLOL,HYHQWRRN+RPH(FLQKLJKVFKRROEXW
MXVWVWUXJJOHGZLWKIROORZLQJLQVWUXFWLRQV,IHOWGRRPHG%\WKHWLPH,ZDVQLQHWHHQ,
JDYHXSRQFRRNLQJIRUP\VHOI FRPSOHWHO\DQGZRXOGMXVWHDWDWUHVWDXUDQWV
 $ERXWWKHVDPHWLPH,JDYHXSRQZULWLQJ,WKDGEHHQP\SDVVLRQDOOWKURXJK
William Matross
GIVE IT TIME
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school and provided me a place to explore my imagination. Whether they were news 
DUWLFOHVOLNHWKHRQHV,VWDUWHGZKHQ,ZDVVL[RUVHYHQRUWKHWKUHH\HDUV,VHUYHGRQWKH
Helena High School Nugget staff, fantasy stories formed from dreams and playground 
LPDJLQDWLRQRUDFDGHPLFUHVSRQVHV LQYDULRXVFODVVHV,KDGRYHUDGHFDGHRI ZULWLQJ
1HDUWKHHQGRI KLJKVFKRRORQHRI P\WHDFKHUVGLVKHDUWHQHGE\WKHQHZV,ZRXOGQ·W
EHDWWHQGLQJFROOHJHDIWHUJUDGXDWLRQJDYHPHWKHDGYLFHWRWU\ZULWLQJH[HUFLVHVZKHUH,
ZRXOGLPLWDWHZULWHUV,HQMR\HG6KHZDVWU\LQJWRHQFRXUDJHPHWRNHHSZULWLQJDQGZRUN
towards publication. Unfortunately, after the cap and gown were packed away with my 
\HDUERRNVDQG,ZDVOLYLQJRQP\RZQ,VWUXJJOHGZLWKWKHVHZULWLQJH[HUFLVHV,ZRXOG
VWDUWVRPHWKLQJDQGJHWDIHZSDUDJUDSKVLQDQGORFNXS,ZRXOGUHDGERRNVGLVFXVVLQJ
WKHSURFHVVRI ZULWLQJDQG,ZRXOGHPXODWHWKHPVHWXSDVSHFLÀFSODFHDQGWLPHWRZULWH
FUHDWHFKDUDFWHUSURÀOHVDQGSORWRXWOLQHVRUÀQGYDULRXVSURPSWV,QVWHDGRI DLGLQJPH
HYHU\VWHSSXVKHGPHIDUWKHUDZD\IURPWKHRQHWKLQJ,ZDQWHGWREHGRLQJ(YHQWXDOO\
OLNHZLWKFRRNLQJ,JDYHXSDQGWKUHZRXWHYHU\WKLQJDQGUHVLJQHGWKDW,ZRXOGQ·WEHD
writer. 
,WWRRNDERXWWZHOYH\HDUVWRÀJXUHRXWP\SUREOHP5HFLSHV,KDYHVRPHNLQGRI 
FRJQLWLYHGLVVRQDQFHZLWK WKHP6RPHSUHVHWH[SHFWDWLRQ WR IROORZ WKHP´RUHOVHµ ,W
GLGQ·WPDWWHU LI ,ZDVIROORZLQJWKH LQVWUXFWLRQVRQWKHEDFNRI DER[RI +DPEXUJHU
+HOSHURUVRPHRQH·VSUHVHWLGHDRI KRZ,VKRXOGZULWHERWKZHUHHTXDOO\GHVWUXFWLYH$V
VRRQDV,JDYHXSIROORZLQJWKHPVWULFWO\WKHEORFNOLIWHG,WOLEHUDWHGPHDQG,UHDOL]HG
ZKHWKHU LWZDVZULWLQJRUFRRNLQJ,FRXOGQ·W OHWVRPHRQHHOVH WHOOPHKRZWRGR LW ,
needed to play and have fun.. The same is true with my writing. Gone are the days of  half  
ÀQLVKHGSURMHFWVRUIUXVWUDWLRQVRYLROHQWWKDWZRXOGÀOOP\URRPZLWKEURNHQSHQFLOV
and hand-shredded papers. 
7KH SURFHVV IRU WKHVH WZR DFWLYLWLHV LV YHU\ VLPLODU WKHPXVH FRPHV WRPHZKHQ
, VOHHS RU , OHWP\PLQGZDQGHU:LWK IRRG LW JHQHUDOO\ FRPHVZKHQ , DP VOHHSLQJ
The colors, smells, tastes, and textures are hyper-realistic. As the dream progresses, more 
LQJUHGLHQWVUHYHDO WKHPVHOYHVDQG,ZDWFKP\VHOI  OHDUQLQJKRZWRZRUNZLWKDQGSUH-
SDUHWKHP,RIWHQWDVWHLWDWYDULRXVSRLQWVDQGWKHJKRVWWDVWHVRIWHQKDYHP\VWRPDFK 
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growling by the time the alarm goes off  in the morning. 
7KDW·VZKDWKDSSHQHGWKHÀUVWWLPH,JRWP\LGHDIRUWRPDWRVRXS,FRXOGVWLOOWDVWH
WKHVRXSIURP6HDQ.HOO\·VRQP\WRQJXH2I FRXUVHWKHUHZRXOGEHFUHDPLQLW,UROOHG
WKH VRXSDURXQGP\GUHDPWRQJXHSOXFNLQJRXW LGHDV ,GLGQ·WZDQWD VLPSOH WRPDWR
VRXSOLNH%V,ZDQWHGVRPHWKLQJDELWPRUHFRPSOH[,WDVWHGDOLWWOHRLODQGUHDOL]HG,
needed sun-dried tomatoes. Piece by piece, the soup introduced itself  to me and by the 
WLPH,ZRNHXS,ZDVUHDG\WRPDNHLW,NLVVHGP\KXVEDQGRQWKHFKHHNDQGWROGKLP,
hope he was ready for a treat and left to collect the ingredients. 
, OLYH LQDFRQYHQLHQWO\FORVHVSRW IRUJHWWLQJIRRG -XVWD IHZEORFNVGRZQ6RXWK
7KLUG6WUHHW IURPP\DSDUWPHQW LV WKH*RRG)RRG6WRUHZKHUH,SUHIHU WRJHWPRVW
of  my ingredients when the mood strikes me to play with my food. They would have 
HYHU\WKLQJ,QHHGHG*UDEELQJDEDVNHWP\ÀUVWVWRSZDVDIUHVKKHDGRI JDUOLF/LNH
P\ EHVW IULHQG &RUELQ , EHOLHYH JDUOLF PDNHV HYHU\WKLQJ EHWWHU DQG LW ÀQGV D ZD\
LQWRPRVW WKLQJV ,PDNH , DP QRW D FRQQRLVVHXUZKHQ LW FRPHV WR ÀQGLQJ WKH EHVW 
LQJUHGLHQWVSUHIHUULQJLQVWHDGWRWUXVWP\QRVHDQGLQVWLQFW,SLFNRXWDODUJHUHGRQLRQDVP\ 
KXVEDQGSUHIHUVWKHPDQG,KDYHOHDUQHGWRDSSUHFLDWHWKHOD\HURI ÁDYRUWKH\DGG2QH
RI WKHPDQ\WKLQJV,ORYHDERXWWKH*RRG)RRG6WRUHLVWKHLUVHOHFWLRQRI IUHVKKHUEV
0\GUHDPFDOOHGIRUIUHVKEDVLODQG,JUDEEHGDEXQGOHRI WKHVZHHWVPHOOLQJOHDYHV, 
VXSSRVHLI ,ZDVPRUHRI DIRRGLH,ZRXOGPDNHP\RZQVWRFNEXWZLWKDKHFWLFVFKHGXOH
pre-made stocks fair well. Two large containers of  low-sodium chicken broth would work 
SHUIHFWO\ DQGQHDUE\ , IRXQG D FRXSOH ODUJH FDQVRI GLFHG WRPDWR 6QDNLQJ DURXQG ,
grabbed some fresh unsalted butter and a pint of  Kalispell Kreamery heavy cream. Last 
VWRSLQWKHVWRUHWRRNPHWRWKHDQWLSDVWREDUDQGWKHVXQGULHGWRPDWRHV,GLGQ·WQHHG
DVPDOOMDU,QHHGHGDODUJHFRQWDLQHUDQGVKRYHOHGVSRRQIXODIWHUVSRRQIXOLQWRWKHFOHDU
plastic container, making sure to drain off  most of  the packing oil. The whole haul was 
SUREDEO\PRUHH[SHQVLYHWKDQLI ,SLFNHGXSWKHLQJUHGLHQWVHOVHZKHUHEXW,WUXVWHGWKH
TXDOLW\RI WKHLWHPV,SLFNHGXSZKLFKPDGHLWZRUWKLW
$WKRPH,VWDUWHGE\URXJKFKRSSLQJWKHRQLRQ,WZDVSRWHQWDQGKDGPHWHDULQJ
XSTXLFN,KDYHWULHGPDQ\RI WKHYDULRXVNLWFKHQKDFNVIRUQRWHDUFXWWLQJDQG,KDYHQ·W
Spring 2014
113
IRXQGRQHWKDWZRUNVZKHQWKHRQLRQLVWKLVSRWHQW,SXWP\ODUJHVWRFNSRWRQPHGLXP
DQGSXWLQDERXWWKUHHWDEOHVSRRQVRI EXWWHUDQGDGGWKHRQLRQV:KLOHWKH\VDXWp,FKRS
XSÀYHFORYHVRI JDUOLFDQGDGGHGWKHP:KLOHWKRVHDUHFRRNLQJ,SLFNRXWVRPHRI WKH
ODUJHUOHDYHVRI EDVLOIURPDERXWKDOI WKHEXQGOHDQGFKRSWKHPXS,DGGWKHEDVLODQG
sundried tomatoes to the translucent onions and stir them together. 
7KHVPHOORI JDUOLFDQGEDVLOEULQJVP\KXVEDQGLQWRWKHNLWFKHQ´+RZORQJGR,
have to wait?” he asked as he stares in the stockpot. 
´1RWVXUHµLVWKHRQO\UHVSRQVH,FDQIRUP´%XWZH·OOQHHGVRPHEUHDGDQG,IRUJRW
WRJHWVRPHµ,VHQGKLPRII WRJHWVRPHIURP/H3HWLW
2QH WKLQJ , OHDUQHG IURPP\ SDUHQWV LV WR NHHS WKH NLWFKHQ FOHDUZKLOH FRRNLQJ
*URZLQJXSZHMXVWKDGDSUHWW\VPDOONLWFKHQDQGKDYLQJPRUHWKDQRQHSHUVRQMXVW
meant running into one another. Our kitchen is fairly large and open with not enough 
FRXQWHUVSDFHIRUP\WDVWHEXWNHHSLQJP\KXVEDQGRXWRI WKHNLWFKHQPHDQW,DPOHVV
distracted and more attentive to what my food is doing. 
The rich smell of  sundried tomatoes signaled it was time to add the rest of  my 
WRPDWRHVDQGWKHVWRFN,WXUQWKHKHDWXSDOLWWOHDQGEULQJWKHSRWWRDERLODOORZLQJDOO
RI WKHÁDYRUVWRPLQJOHDQGWKHQGURSWKHKHDWEDFNGRZQWRVLPPHUIRUDIHZKRXUV0\
husband comes home with a loaf  of  Pain de Campagne, Le Petit’s version of  sourdough. 
,WZLOOEHSHUIHFWZLWKWKHVRXS+HVQHDNVDZD\LQWRWKHNLWFKHQDQGVDPSOHVVRPHRI 
the soup. 
´,WKLQNLWQHHGVVRPHWKLQJHOVHµKHKROOHUVIURPWKHNLWFKHQ
,ZDVWKLQNLQJWKHVDPHWKLQJEXWRWKHUWKDQDOLWWOHVDOWDQGSHSSHUDQGWKHFUHDP
there wasn’t anything else from the dream. “Just give it time.”
0\LQWHUQDOWLPHUJRHVRII DQG,JLYHWKHVRXSDQRWKHUVZLUO,SUHIHUEOHQGHGVRXSV
DQGGHFLGH,ZLOOJRWKDWURXWHZLWKWKLVRQH,ULQVHRXWP\EOHQGHUDQGEODGHDQGJHW
it ready to go. When blending warm or heated items, it is important to blend in small 
EDWFKHVWRDYRLGDPHVVDQGSRWHQWLDOEXUQV,WLVDVORZSURFHVVRI ÀOOLQJWKHEOHQGHU
KDOI ZD\DQGSXOVLQJWRJHWWRWKHULJKWFRQVLVWHQF\³QRWTXLWHELVTXH:KHQWKH\DUH
GRQH,WUDQVIHUHDFKRI WKHPWRDVHFRQGSRW$IWHUWKHODVWEDWFK,DGGWKHFUHDPDQG
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EULQJWKHKHDWEDFNXSWRKHOSWKLFNHQWKHVRXS,ZDVVXUSULVHGE\P\HQGUHVXOW0RVW
creamy tomato soups are various shades of  pink, but mine was a burnt-orange color with 
VPDOOÁHFNVRI EDVLO$VLWÀQLVKHGKHDWLQJ,WRRNEXQGOHVRI EDVLODQGGLGDFKLIIRQDGH
as garnish. 
,JUDEEHGRXUROLYHFRORUHGVWRQHZDUHERZOVWKLQNLQJWKHFRQWUDVWLQFRORUEHWZHHQ
bowl and soup would enhance the experience, and ladled a healthy portion for the two 
RI XVDQGWRUHRII WZRKXQNVRI EUHDGDQGVHWWKHPGRZQRQRXUWDEOH,WZDVQ·W6HDQ
.HOO\·VVRXSDQGLWZDVQ·WOLNHDQ\RI WKHRWKHUV,KDYHWDVWHG%XWLWWDVWHGHYHQEHWWHU 
EHFDXVHLWZDVPLQH7KHVRXUGRXJKDGGHGDQRWKHU OD\HURI ÁDYRUDQGWKHRQO\WKLQJ
noise in our apartment was lip smacking and slurping. 
´<RXZHUHULJKWµP\KXVEDQGVDLGDVKHVWRRGXSWRJHWDQRWKHUERZOIXOO´,MXVW
needed to wait.”
,KDYHPDGHWKHVRXSDIHZGLIIHUHQWWLPHV:KLOHWKHLQJUHGLHQWVDUHXVXDOO\SUHWW\
VLPLODU,KDYHQHYHUPDGHLWH[DFWO\WKHVDPHZD\WZLFH,KDYHWULHGFUXVKHGWRPDWRHV
instead of  diced; oven roasted Roma tomatoes instead of  sundried; rosemary and basil; 
or even four-cheese “grown-up” grilled cheese on sourdough instead of  bread alone. 
Every experience of  making it is different, each batch seasoned with whatever was going 
RQLQP\OLIHDWWKHPRPHQW$QGHDFKWLPHLWUHPLQGHGPH,FRXOGFRRN,GLGQ·WQHHGD
UHFLSHWRWHOOPHKRZWRPDNHLW$QGDIWHUPDNLQJWKLVRQH,KDYHJRQHRQWRPDNHXS
my own “recipes,” including a yellow curry chicken with turmeric and coconut rice; my 
special chili with Guinness, cinnamon, and chocolate; and a bacon, apple and cheddar 
VRXS0RVWRI ZKDW,PDNHWKHVHGD\VDUHLWHPV,KDYHQ·WVHHQRQDPHQXRUHYHQWDVWHG
-XVWOLNHP\ÀUVWVRXS,MXVWOLVWHQWRP\GUHDPVDQGWUXVWP\LQWXLWLRQ0\PDLQUXOHV
ZKHQFRRNLQJDUHWDNHWKHWLPHDQGHQMR\ZKDW\RXDUHGRLQJ/LNHZULWLQJLWLVDOODERXW
DOLWWOHLQVSLUDWLRQDQGWKHGHFLVLRQWRGRLW$QGRIWHQWLPHVLWLVEHWWHUWKDQ,LPDJLQHG
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Grace Yon
SOUTH
Your teeth are the Andes and they scrape along my back
Trailing cloud scars across the winter sky.
,VWUHWFKDQGDULYHUULVHVÁRZLQJ6RXWK
Toward the sea.  Salt itches on your tongue.
$ELUGZLWKLFHLQLWVZLQJVDOLJKWVRQP\ÀQJHUWLSV
And its shrill voice is mist against the sunrise.
7KHRWKHUELUGVWDNHÁLJKWÁ\6RXWK
But this one stays with me to watch the sunrise
,QVLOHQFHRXUVLOKRXHWWHVEODFNRQQHZERUQVN\
We breath in unison, hardly daring to look back
$QGVHHVKDUSVQRZFDSSHGPRXQWDLQVDW\RXUÀQJHUWLSV
Unspoken words like frost beneath our tongues.
,WRXFKVRIWSLQLRQVZLWKRXWVWUHWFKHGÀQJHUWLSV
A shiver runs from my neck to the small of  my back
/LNHDVLOYHUÀVKGDUWLQJWRZDUGWKHVXQULVH
A cloak of  water pressed against the sky.
My ice-winged brethren clicks his tongue
And, like him, the tides are urging me South.
:HÁHHWRJHWKHU$WRXUEDFNVWKHVXQLVULVLQJ
Air tastes like lavender on our tongues.
Our shadows race across a sun-streaked sky
$QGRXUZLQJVÁH[MXVWOLNHÀQJHUWLSV
All the while a voice inside me screams South,
6RXWKDQG,IHHO\RXUH\HVÀ[HGRQP\EDFN
3ODLQVXQIROGEHQHDWKXVDÁDWWHQHGWRQJXH
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That tastes the horizon, savors the sunrise.
$OXSLQHZLQGKRZOVLQP\HDUV,WFDOOVPHEDFN
%XWP\ZLQJVÀOOZLWKWKHZHLJKWOHVVQHVVRI 6RXWK
Beyond muscled plains lies nothing but sky
6RULSHDQGIUDJUDQW,FDQSOXFNLWZLWKP\ÀQJHUWLSV
1RZZHVHHLW³DFXUORI VPRNHSDOHVN\
Last bitter breath rising from our tongues
$QGZHWDVWH6RXWKÀOORXUOXQJVZLWK6RXWK
5HDFKRXWDQGFRPEZDUPVRLOZLWKRXUÀQJHUWLSV
<RXUMDJJHGWHHWKMXVWDVPXGJHRQWKHVXQULVH
A reminder of  what awaits if  we go back.
We are South, and we are never coming back.
6RFKHZ\RXUÀQJHUWLSVELWH\RXUZDYHEHDWHQWRQJXH
,ZLOOEHKHUHLQWKHVN\ZLQJWLSVDOZD\VEUXVKLQJVXQULVH
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Jesse Rowan
PALACE
For Ian and Eli, and for Lucy
,W·VDOZD\VKDUGWRNQRZZKHUHWRVWDUW
5LJKWQRZ, WKLQN ,·YH IRXQGKDSSLQHVV³RUDW OHDVW ,GRQ·WNQRZ VRPH OHYHORI  
DFFHSWDQFHKRSHWKHEULJKWHUIXWXUHV\QGURPH,WWRRNDORQJWLPHWRUHDFK
$WÀUVWZKHQLWKDSSHQHGVKHVDLGWKHUHZHUHQRÀUHZRUNV6KHVDLGVKHHQMR\HGLW
EXWWKHUHZHUHQRÀUHZRUNV³DQGDWWKHWLPHPD\EHWKDW·VDOOLWZDVDQLJKWRQDÀHOG
RQWKHIRXUWKRI -XO\DEULHI DQGH[SORVLYHFHOHEUDWLRQRI EHDXW\EXWGLVDSSRLQWLQJ³
RUUDWKHUQRWGLVDSSRLQWLQJEXWQRWSDUWLFXODUO\H[FLWLQJ,WZDVVRPHWKLQJWRVHHIRU
an evening and then to let slip by, its fading colors still alive when you shut your eyes 
XQWLOWKHQH[WEHDXWLIXOGD\7KDW·VKRZLWPXVWKDYHEHHQIRUKHU³EXWLW·VDOZD\VEHHQ 
GLIIHUHQWIRUPH%HFDXVHRI ZKHUH,DP%HFDXVHRI ZKHUH,·GFRPHIURP
,ZDVORQHO\IRUWKHÀUVWWLPHLQWZR\HDUVPRUELGO\ORQHO\GUDJJLQJDURXQGP\WHUUL-
EOHWHUULEOH³EXWQRWORQHO\³PHPRULHVRI WKDWRWKHUJLUOZLWKGHHSDQGDWODVWKHDOLQJ
VFDUVDVWKHVQRZPHOWHGDQGWKHZRUOGWKDZHGRXW$QGWKLVWKHÀQDOKHDWZDYHWKH
moving glowing bodies, that pulled me out from under the years of  ice.
,W VWDUWHG ZKHQ , JRW EDFN IURP WKH WULS  6KH VDW GRZQZLWKPH DQG ZH GUDQN 
KRQH\ZKLVNH\ DQG , WROG KHU DOO DERXW LW OLNH VRPH SDVVLRQDWH EDUG VWUXPPLQJP\ 
ÀQJHUVRQP\ERRWVOLNHDO\UH7KDWQLJKWVKHVDLGVKHOLNHVDORWRI WKLQJVDERXWPHZKHQ
,·PKDSS\³DQGWKDWPXVWEHZK\LWKDSSHQHGEHFDXVH,ZDVKDSS\LQWKDWPRPHQW
a little drunk, talking about the trip that saved me, feeling refreshed and relieved, but 
road-weary, like coming home after a long, long, vacation, ready to lay in bed and watch 
the sun crawl through the window over your legs.  That must be when she decided she 
wanted to. 
%XWÀUVW³WKHWULS7KH*RGGDPQWULSLVZKDWVDYHGPH,ZDVQ·WFORVHZLWKHLWKHU
RI WKHWZRNLGV,ZHQWZLWKEXWQRZ,WKLQNWKUHHSHRSOHKDYHQHYHUVHHQHDFKRWKHU
through more.  We drove three thousand miles, south and then back up north, running 
DZD\IURPDOOWKDWVKLW³WKDWER\P\EHVWIULHQGZKRIXFNHGXSVREDG,FDQVWLOOKHDU
KLVGHVSHUDWHYRLFHLQP\KHDGDVKH\HOOHGDWPHEHIRUH,VDLGKHZDVDSLHFHRI VKLW
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DQGKHEURNHDOOKLVZLQGRZVDQGGURSSHGRXWRI VFKRRO³,FDQVHHWKHEORRGRQWKH
ÁRRUDQGLPDJLQHKLVJULQLQWKHDPEXODQFHGUXQNDQGSURXGDQGQRWUHDOO\VXUHDERXW 
DQ\WKLQJEXWFRQÀGHQWLQZKDWHYHUKHWKRXJKWKDSSHQHGDQGQRZPRQWKVODWHUZKR
NQRZVZKDWKH·VGRLQJRUKRZKH·VIHHOLQJ³,·OOQHYHUVHHKLPDJDLQ:HKDGWRUXQDZD\
DQGZHGURYHGRZQVRXWKDQGVDZWKHPRVWEHDXWLIXOWKLQJV,·GHYHUVHHQ7KDW*RG
GDPQWULSLVZKDWVDYHGPH³,ZDVDERXWWREUHDN,FDUYHGWKHOHWWHU1LQWRP\DUP
ZKHQLWUDLQHGWKHQH[WGD\DQG,MXVWKDGWROHDYH
,QHYHUUHDOO\NQHZKHUZKHQ,ZDVKDSS\XQWLO,JRWEDFNIURPWKDWWULS6KHPHWPH
RQDKDUGQLJKW³LWZDVULJKWDWWKHHQGRI WKDWRWKHUJLUOZLQWHUWLPH³VKHKHOGPHDQG
VDLGVZHHWWKLQJVDQG,PXVWKDYHIDOOHQLQORYHZLWKKHUDOLWWOHELW:HVDWRQWKHJURXQG
and talked about our families and love and God it was like the sun rising after a cold night.
$QGWKHQ,KDGWRJULHYH³QRWKLQJFRXOGZRUNZKLOH,ZDVJULHYLQJ,JRWZRUVHDQG
ZRUVHDQGWKHQWKDWER\IXFNHGLWDOOXSDQG,OHIWRQP\WULSDQGZKHQ,FDPHEDFNDQG
VKRZHUHGRII WKHGLUWDQGVDQG,ZDVVRUHDG\WRVWRSIHHOLQJHYHU\WKLQJIURPEHIRUH
6KH LQGXOJHGPH³EULHÁ\ DQGVKHFXW LWRII EHIRUH LWJUHZDÁRZHUG\LQJ LQEORRP
SRVVLEO\LQLWVPRVWEHDXWLIXOVWDWH³DQGWKHUHLVVRPHSHUIHFWLRQLQWKDWLQOHWWLQJVRPH-
WKLQJGLHEHIRUHLWKDVWLPHWRUXQLWVFRXUVHGRZQKLOODVDOOWKLQJVGR³EXWLWZDVKDUG, 
UHPHPEHUHGDIWHUWKDWKRZKDUGLWUHDOO\ZDVKRZORQHO\,ZDVEXWKRZXVHGWRLW,·G 
become, and this little glimpse of  the warm surface haunted me for three weeks.  We 
drank and it didn’t make me feel different enough, so we took molly and it didn’t make 
me feel different enough, so we bought an eight ball it didn’t make me feel different 
HQRXJK³EXWDWWKDWSRLQWPRPHQWVIURPOHWWLQJLWDOOJRDQGEHJJLQJ*RGWROHWPHJR
home, please, please let me go home, something happened.
,FRXOGQ·WUHDOO\WHOO\RXZKDWLWLV7KLQJVFKDQJHG,UHDOL]HGWKDW,ZDVQ·WVWLOOLQ-
VLGHRI LWWKHZLOGZHHNVEXWWKDWLWZDVDOOEHKLQGPH³DQGWKLVVXPPHU,·OOEHOHDYLQJ
JRLQJKRPHDWODVWDQGWKHQVKH·OOEHOHDYLQJDQG,ZRQ·WVHHKHUIRUDORQJORQJWLPH
%XWWKLQJVKDYHEHHQGLIIHUHQWQRZ7KHUH·VDORWPRUHWRLWWKDQ,WKRXJKW7KHUH·VD
ORWPRUHEHWZHHQXVDQG,GRQ·WNQRZZKDWDQ\RI LWLV³EXW,JXHVVWKDW·VWKHEHDXW\
RI LW,W·VVWLOORYHUMXVWWKHZD\ÀUHZRUNVHQGRQWKHIRXUWKRI -XO\EXWLW·VEHDXWLIXOWR
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NQRZVRPHRQH,W·VUHDOO\EHDXWLIXOWRNQRZVRPHRQH,NQRZWKDWWKHUH·VVRPHSODFH 
VRPHZKHUHLQVLGHRI KHUZKHUH,EHORQJDQGPD\EHVKHGRHVQ·WNQRZLWRUPD\EHVKH·V
QRWUHDG\IRULWRUPD\EHLW·VDQLOOXVLRQRI P\URPDQWLFLVP³EXWZKDWHYHULWLVZHOO³
VRPHWKLQJ·VWKHUH$QGLQWKDWSODFH³DQG,·PQRWWKHUHDQG*RGNQRZVLI ,·OOHYHUEH
WKHUH³EXWLQWKDWSODFHLW·VEHDXWLIXODQGLW·VVXQQ\
,·PVLWWLQJKHUHDERXWWRKDYHDFLJDUHWWHORRNLQJDWDOOWKHVHWKLQJVVXUURXQGLQJPH
that paint a portrait of  my past few months.  My life is a palace of  artifacts.  The leath-
HUERXQG)DXONQHUWKDWÀUVWJLUO³WKHLFHJLUO³JDYHPHDQGIDLQWWUDFHVRI FRNHLQWKH
small veiny grooves.  The keys to the car that took me on that trip and saved me.  A white 
OLJKWHUDQHPSW\DFHWDPLQRSKHQERWWOHROGDQGKHDYLO\ZRUQERRWVDQGDMHZHOU\ER[
IXOORI  OLWWOH WKLQJV  ,QVLGH WKH MHZHOU\ER[ WKHUH·V DEURNHQSRFNHWZDWFK DEHDXWLIXO
poem written to me by a friend, a ticket to see the National, and a pack of  smokes with 
WKUHHOHIWDQGDQDPHZULWWHQRQHDFKRQHWKDW,ZURWHZKHQ,ZDVKRPHRYHUWKHZLQWHU
WREHVPRNHGZKHQ,·PKRPHDJDLQWKLVVXPPHU:KHQ,ZURWHWKRVHQDPHV³,ZDV
VLWWLQJRQP\EHGWKLQNLQJDERXWZKHUH,ZDVDQGZKHUH,·OOEHZKHQ,·PÀQDOO\KRPH
DJDLQWRVPRNHWKHP7KDWZDVEHIRUHHYHU\WKLQJ,QHYHUFRXOGKDYHNQRZQZKDWZDV
JRLQJWRKDSSHQ,FRXOGQHYHUKDYHNQRZQWKLQJVZRXOGHQGZLWKWKDWRWKHUJLUODQG
,·GJHWRXWRI WKHLFH³ZKDWWKDWER\ZRXOGGRWRPHWKDW,·GJRRQWKDWWULSZLWKWKRVH
WZRNLGVWZRRI WKHEHVWSHRSOH,·YHHYHUNQRZQDQGWKHQZKDWWKDWJLUOZRXOGGRWR
PHRUUDWKHUZKDWWKDWJLUOZRXOGEHFRPHWRPH2QWKHWZHQW\ÀUVWRI 0D\,·OOVPRNH
RQHRI WKRVHFLJDUHWWHV³WKHRQHZLWKP\QDPHRQLWDQGP\WZRFORVHIULHQGVWKHWZR
RWKHUVZLWKWKHLUUHVSHFWLYHQDPHV³DQG,·OOEHKRPH,·OOEHKRPHLQWKH(DVW,ZRQ·W
VHHKHUDJDLQIRUDORQJORQJWLPH,·OOWKLQNDERXWKHUDQG,·OOORRNDWDSKRWRJUDSKRI 
XVDQG,·OOVD\DWOHDVWLWKDSSHQHG,ORYHLWIRUKDSSHQLQJ$QG*RG³LWZDVEHDXWLIXO
to know someone.
